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The countries now known under the names of 
Moldavia, WaUachia, Bessarabia, the Bucovina, 
the Banat, and Transylvania, formed in ancient 
times the country of the Dacians, a warlike and 
savage people, who came from Jasebus and 
Margiens on the banks of the Oxus. They 
were first called Derbies, or Daes, and they 
spoke the same language as the Getae, who 
inhabited the country at the mouth of the 
Danube. Their God was called Zamolxis : he 
is said to have been a disciple of Pythagoras, 
and to have strayed into their country, where 
he established a religion based on the system 
of his great master. After his death he was 
honoured as the chief of their divinities. 
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The Rucient Dacians appear to have had ft 
liberal goveraraent, and we hear that they were 
divided into four classes : the King, the Priests, 
the Elders, and the People* Their most remark- 
able deeds in arms are their war against Augustas, 
under their chief Eeribastes, and the subsequent 
victories of that barbarian, who extended his 
rule as far as the frontiers of modem Bavaria. 
Tullius Cato, Tiberius, and Appins Sabinus were 
conquered, one after the other, by the victorious 
Dacians ; but at length their chief, Duras, fearful 
of ultimate defeat, and dreading the resentment of 
the Bomans, gave up his command to Decebalus, 

who became their first King; and 
*.D.8e. 

uniting the various petty rulers under 

his sway, something as Egbert did the Heptarchy, 

seems to have estabhshed a powerful monarchy. 

He fought again with the Romans; and one 

Finculus, with his successor Domitian, appear to 

have been beaten by him at Talpa, A village in 

* Vide Cogslniciaao, " Hintoire de la Matdo-Wallachie." He 
appears to have taken his nuitemls, hoTrever, without Hufficieat 
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the dktrict of Ylaskta is still pointed out as the 
scene of these engagements. But at 
length ihe Emperor Trajan, surprised 
at these achievements, led his invincible legions 
into Dacia. Decebalus was promptly defeated, 
and his army anniliilated. He sued in vain for 
peace ; he appears to have been BtUl too powerful 
and troublesome to obtain it, and the 
war began again in the following spring, 

Decebalus was again beaten; and a fine histo- 
rical picture might be pniuted of the vanquished 
barbaiian seeking the camp of the Romans, 
bearing with him a fish, a little com, and a 
bundle of spears, in token of submission. Peace 
is granted. But what barbarian ever kept his 
word, or did not mistake clemency for weakness ? 
Trajan has hardly reached home wlien he hears 
that his friend Decebalus is again in the field, and 
has thrown away the scabbard. 

The Emperor returns, determined to quiet him 

this time; and with Trajan come his nephew 

' Adrian, and Lucius Quintus Marcus. The 
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BomaDS pass the winter in Bulgaria, and cross 
the Danube in spring, over a bridge 
built for the purjiose by the architect 
Apollodor of Damascus. 

DecehaluB, who appeiirs to have been as un- 
scrupulous a barbarian as could be, now sent 
some assassins to murder his enemy. They 
were of course discovered ; and the war began on 
both sides with much violence. 

The Daeians are again routed. Sarmese- 
Ghetusa, their capital, is stormed and burnt, and 
Decebalus has committed suicide; all 
before the year IOC. 

The conquered province was now peopled by 
one of those Boman colonies whicli became a 
blessing wherever they settled, and which carried 
the arts and civilization of the Queen City from 
the Euphrates to the Umber, from Memphis to 
Thule. The new colony was of course under the 
protection of Borne, in whose history theirs is 
henceforth merged. 

The Wallachs now lived in peace, a race of 
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honteis and shepherds, till the appearance of the 
Turks in Europe. But they soon had to defend 
themselves against the Paynim horde, which 
menaced the liberties of the world, till humbled 
by Charles Martel upon the plains of Tonrs, 

In 1393 Mirc6a, Domn (or Prince) of the 
Wallftchs, foreseeing the success of the Mussul- 
man arms, and anxious to save himself and his 
country from the appalling rigour with which they 
treated conquered nations, signed a treaty with 
the Sultan Eajazet at NicopoHs, in which he agreed 
to hold his principality as a fief from the Soldan. 

This treaty stipulated that tlie "Wallaclis were 
to preserve their laws and government, that they 
should enjoy full power of making peace or war, 
and that they should not be obliged to deliver up 
to their Suzerain such Mussulmen as had become 
Christians and taken refuge in their territory. 
On their side, tlie Wallachs agreed to pay, under 
the name of a voluntary gift, a sura of three 
thousand red (golden) piastres yeai-Iy. 

It is hardly probable that such a monarch as 
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Bajazet* would have conclnded a treaty so advan- 
tageous to them, but for the iinmense armaments 
which were then fitting out against him by the 
Crusaders. Mircea certainly chose hia oppor- 
tunity with some political skill, though he has 
been reproached by western historians for not 
having aided the famous Jean Sans Peur at the 
disastrous battle of Nicopolis, which terminated 
the Crusades. The fact is, however, neither 
the Wallachs nor the Hungarians were really 
friendly to the Knights of the Croaa, and it 
is certain that they had reason enough for 
dislike to them. 

In 1460 another treaty was concluded between 
the Domn of the Wallachs and the Porte, in 
which (without in any way prejudicing the vahdity 
of the former treaty) it was further stipulated 
that all legal processes between Turks and 
Wallachs should be heard and judged by the 
Wallachian Divan according to the local laws, 



• "Bajazet the First, aumBmed Ilderini. or tha Lightuing I " 
—SutherlaHd'i Kniyhti of Malta, vol. i., p. 30B. 
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and that no mosque should be built on any part 
of the Wallachian territories. 

In 1513 Moldavia alao acknowledged the suze- 
rainty of the Porte, on conditions similar to those 
of her neighbour. The treaty between Bogdan", 
and the Sultan Selim sets forth that Moldayia 
submitted of her own free and unconstrained will, 
and nothing was exacted from the Princes but 
four thousand crowns of gold yearly, forty horses, 
and twenty-foui- falcons ; tlie whole to be given as 
ih, or present.f In 1583, however, the 



■ " BogdftD qui aucc^da fi aon Pfere (Stephen the Great) en 3604, 
plitlaFeaolationdQ aeBoumettreb Iel Turquie en 1513. LeQrand 
ChanoBllier de In Prinoipautc, Teutul, alia ensuite trauTer la 
SnltAD en i^ualitd d'amboasadeur du Prince dsUoIdavie. II docbru 
qu'il yeDait,dB lapart du Prince etdupeuple, offrirJi BaHautessa 
la Moldavia ii dea couditiooa honorableB. I) demacda que 
la religion fut conserve, que las loia fuasunt reapccti^ee. que le 
Prince fut toujoura indigene, et h les oonditionB le pays devi- 
endril an Sef de TEmpije. Selim accepta avec emproasement 
Pofeo du Grand Chancellier." — Colsoh, 

"A Prince 0iilj,"aay8Cautejmr/^ciuiundec3tandthG joy of the 
Sultan onthia occasion ; for Moldavia waa very troublesome to him 
and he was obliged constantl; to have an eye an her moTements." 

+ It may be aa well to saythat the Wallachoriginala of these 
treatiea are burnt The Turkish originals, however, are said to 
be in the arcbivea of the Porte. There does not aeem to bo any 
dispute about the <enor of them. 
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Sultan Soliman msiBted on this present being 
formally acknowledged as a tribute. Of the subse- 
quent events of theii- history, the most remarkable 
took place in the time of Mihai the brave, who 
reigned at the end of the 16th century, Mihai' 
even went so far as to declare war against the 
Turks, and drove them from the country. He 
conquered Moldavia, and possessed himself of 
nearly all the Turkish strongholds on the 
Danube. He repulsed, and dispersed the Turkish 
armies sent to chastise him : and his achieve- 
ments are the subject of song and ballad. He is 
the national hero of Koumauia, He was assas- 
sinated by the emissaries of one Basta, Prince of 
Transylvania.* 



* lliare is also a iamoiui WaDoohiaa worthy, who flourisbed 
in the fourteenth centur;. Bono Hamomi by mune, whom the 
French called Le Marquis do Kou^^ard, and wlio under that IJtle 
became bo well known in song and story that I think I have mat 
with his name in Ritaon. On horseback, and with hia hameaa 
on hia haok, he lod a chosen band of brave lancea to help Philip 
da Vaioie against tlie English ; and thenjotDiugtbe Count dela 
Tremouille and do Couey, with the Gunoua Jean Sane Peur, Count 
da NeTera, iie fought lucoesafuUy against the Sultan Amurath. 
He waaapoet; and M.J. A. Vaillant, of Bucharest, has given U8 
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As to their modern history, the first relations 
between the Russians and the Wallacks date from 
the time of Peter the Great, who concluded a 
secret treaty with Wallachia in 1710, and another 
with Cantemir, Prince of Moldavia, in 1711.* 

The Czar engaged to maintain the rights of 
Moldo -Wallachia, without in any way interfering 
with the Government, or laying claim to tribute 
of any kind. The Prince was, however, to main- 
tain 10,000 soldiers, in the pay of the Czar. 



some of lu 
1861 :— 



little pamphlet publislisd at Paris ii 



h mOQ ancStre, il a tir^ aa triice, 
D'oii lo glaoiS Danube est voiain de la Thnico, 
Flua bas que la Hongtie en uno frolde part. 
Eat iia Seigneur nommd le MarquU de Ranjard. 
fiicbe d'or el de gena, de villee et de terres. 
dn de aes &1b putu^ avait amour pour la guerre, 
Uu camp d'autres pulnes asaembla bssardeux, 
Bn quittant eon pays fait Capitaino deux ; 
Traversa la Hongrie et la baaae Allemagne, 
Traversa la Bourgogne et la graase clmmpagiie, 
Et hardi viut servir Philippe de Valoia, 
Qui pour lors avait guerre aveo les Anglois." 
Jobii and Mathias Corvinus are also Baid to be of WallachiaD 

* In 1T71 Austria nearly obtMiied part of Wallachia by a 
seoret treaty with the Porta; the Bucovina was finally ceded to 
herinlTTI-. 
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No Kussiaii was allowed to marry, or buy 
lands. 

Here commeoces the disastrous era, of the 
Phanariot Princes. It is needless to say that the 
treaties just mentioned were hostile to the 
interests of the Porte. The Greeks of the Phanar 
were therefore sent to prevent such an event in 
future. But there seems a fate in the history of 
nations ; and the resiilt of their poliey will be 
found in the treaty of Kutchuk Kainardji (§ 16), 
in which mention is first made of the Russian 
Protectorate. The Phanariot Princes reigned 
from 1716 to 1831 ; when, in consequence of some 
proceedings adopted by Prince Soutzo against the 
city of Turgovist, the inhabitants rose; the rebel- 
lion spread, and Vladinicresco became its chief. 
The native Princes were restored. 

After various other changes which it is not 
my province to relate, Bessarabia was ceded to 
Turkey in 1812 ; and in 1828 the PrincipaUties 
received a new constitution, in which the Porte is 
again acknowledged as Suzerain, and Bussia is 
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formally declared protectress. Tlie admims- 
tration of public affairs was regulated by the 
Eegulamento organila; and the Domn, or HoB- 
podar, was to be elected by the people, but subject 
to the approbation of Russia and the Porte. 

In 1848, the Principalities did not escape 
the storm which swept over Europe. They re- 
volted against the Russian protectorate, and were 
promptly suppressed. The Revolutionary party, 
however, published a proclamation, stating the 
nature of their demands, which were as follow ; — 

1. Administrative and legislative indepen- 
dence, according to the treaties between Mero^a, 
and Vlad V., with the Porte, guaranteeing the 
non-intervention of foreign influence in the affairs 
of the country. 

3. Equality of civil and political rights.* 

3. Universal taxation. 

4. A National Assembly, composed of represen- 
tatives from every class of society .+ 

'bnpB one of the most curiouBlj organised 



• The BoyardE 

oriBtocracieB in It 

t None but Bi 



.'u capable of election. 
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5. BespoiiBibility of the chief of the state. 
His election for five years only, and that 
he ahonld be eligible from every class of 
society. 

6. Diminution of the civil list. 

7. Responsibility of iiiiniatera and other public 
fimctionoiies. 

8. Liberty of the press. 

9. All rewards for public service to be bestowed 
in the name of the country, by her represen- 
tatives. 

10. The right of eveiy district to choose its 
own functionaries. 

11. A National Guard. 

18. Emancipation of tlie monasteries dedicated 
to the Holy Places. 

13. Abolition of the clace (corvGe) and of the 
disabilities of peasants, allowing them to become 
landowners.* 

• Thia article, Hhiih would have aubdiTided lands aa muoli 
aethej used to be under theoldBfatemin IreUad, was eitremelj 
unpopular, and almost iaalated the reTolutionarj cbiefi in public 
■ympalbj. 
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14. Abolition of tlie slavery of the Ziagaii, 






with an indemnity to owners. 






15. The Wallach representative at Constanti- 






nople to he a AVallach, not a foreigner. 






16. Equal and gratuitous education for hoth 






Bexes. 






17. Ahohtion of titles to which no pubhc 






functions were attached. 






18. Ahohtion of flogging. 






19. Ahohtion of capital punishment. 






20. Estahhshment of penitentiaries. 






81. Emancipation of the Jews, and equahty of 






political rights for every rehgion. 






32. Immediate convocation of a National 






Assemhly. 




1 


Such were the demands of the Wallachs in 






1848. The Prince Bibesco signed the proclama- 






tion, and abdicated three days afterwards. But 






the Porte at first recognised the new Government 






which was called a "Lieutenanee Domnioiire." 






This state of things, however, did not last. 






The Turkish Ministry changed. A Eussian 




y 
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and Turkish army marched simultaneously on 
Bucharest." The Chambers were dissolved ; the 
chiefs of the movement arrested ; M. Barba 
Sterbieu was named Hospodar of Wallachia, and 
M. Gregor6 Qhika succeeded Prince Hourtza 
in Moldavia. 

These facts belong to historj'. Upon more 
recent events I do not enter. 

The revenue of the Principalities ia derived 
from the contributions of the common people, 
the salt-pits, and customs. The lands, espeeially 
in Moldavia, are among the most fertile in the 
world. Their principal export is wheat. 

The manners of the "Wallachs are peculiarly 
gay and d^bonTiaire. They are valiant, frank, and 
open -hearted. In their tastes they are splendid 
and magnificent. When it is remembered, how- 
ever, that they manufacture nothing, that all 



• " According to the treaty of Baltn Limnn. the RiBBianH have 
the right of euteriag the FrincipalitieB, in concert nith the Turks, 
whsQ in a, eiaie of inaurrection. That tbey did to, however, 
aloDe, without reason and in profound peace, matceB their present 
DociipatiDn » violation of the law of nations." — Tima. 
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their objects of luxury are imported, and that 
the contrasts of fortune in the country are rather 
too painful and striking, perhaps, we mnst not 
be very angry with the author of the " Question 
CEconomique," for the mtmner in which he treats 
this part of his subject. 

In their social institutions the Eoumans are 
particularly aristocratic ; and a Boyard of the first 
class will by no means mingle with his inferiors 
in rank. So marked indeed was the line between 
them, that, not twenty years ago, a Boyard who 
paid a. visit to another of higher rank, was obliged 
to wait respectfully on the threshold of the door 
till bidden to enter ; nor could he sit down in the 
presence of his superior till he had been invited 
to do so three times. A peasant never dared 
present himself before his lord without a present, 
the value of which was jealously regulated by 
custom. On all public occasions, at balls and 
festivities, even in churches, the right of precedency 
is vigorously maintained; and even among the 
ladies, it is whispered that disputes on this subject 



■ 






1 


ui; INTRODUCTION. 

have been known to run so high as to end in 
personal encoiuiters of great livehness and spirit. 
French, or a kind of lingua-Franca, is the lan- 
guage of society. Poor ill-used French ! almost 
every nation speaks a different tongue under this 
name. There are no schools of reputation, and 
little education ; but there are several theatres, 
and two Italian operas. 

The priests, who form a large and important 
class, are allowed to marry. There is little 
difference between their condition and that of 
the other peasants, except that their houses ai-e 
always open to travellers, who may find some 
amiable and intelligent men among them. 

The Calugheri, or monks, do not marry, and 
they inhabit the numeroua convents. Their 
number may amount to some 20,000 in the two 
Principalities, andthey are said to he as unpopulai' 
as the priests are beloved. This may, however, 
chiefly arise from the fact that they possess some 
of the largest estates in the country (arising from 
pious bequests), and the jealousy which all people 
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seem to have against the acctimulation of Church 

property. 

The Zingari, who swarm in Moldo-Wallachia, 

and form a class apart, are the same extraordinary 

people known to us as Gipsies, and who seem to 

have formed a wandering settlement in ahnost 

every country in Europe. There was also, I learn, 

at one time a distinct race of the Zingari settled 

in Koumania. They called themselves Netoti, 

and wandered ahout the forests, little better than 

petty robbers. They had their chiefs, however, 

and paid a regular tribute to the Government.* 

* NotbingGO roach Burprises the traveller aa the orgrLnieed 
bands of rohberB wlio EtilloPBrrim tho East. Smyrna dow aeema 
their BtroDglioId; and tho icbiibitaata bave aucb a ealutarj 
feu of them that tho}' dare uot take an; measures to protect 
themselyes. Some time ago, a family living near Smyrna 
received a viait from a well-known robber nnd hia band. 
Having aatiafied themeslvea, the thieves sat down to supper- 
While thus engaged, a report was brought that the officera of the 
liw were ooming to look for them- The robber chief was in 
despair ; ht had Ike rheairtalism, and uonld not run. The matter 
was, howeTer, easily arranged, and the master of the house bid the 
thief under a bed till the myrmidona of the law had gone away 
again! In fact, I am by no means sure that it would injure a 
man's social poeition at all, in eome Eastern eountriea, were 
it generally known he bad been a bandit : perhaps it would 
rather inorease tlie respect for him, 
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They adored the stui and the stars, believmg in 
a faith which they are said to have brought from 
India. In 1831 they were forcibly baptised, and 
became slaves to the Boyards. The rest of the 
Zingari formerly lived a roving life, and were 
spread over the country, divided into Vatachii, or 
companies. Unheard-of horrors were told of them; 
for it is the gift of the vulgar to think in the 
wrong every thing and every person they cannot 
understand. They paid a tax for freedom to their 
master ; who, however, often chose some of them 
as servants. This race of domestics multipUed 
rapidly, and becoming AVallach in language and 
cnstoms, forgot the people from whom they sprung. 
The Zingari are now chiefly employed as musi- 
ciaas, artisans, and miners. They are slaves, and 
can be bought, sold, and punished with impunity. 
There are still, however, a company of them who 
preserve their ancient tradiUona, in almost every 
village ; and if the traveller chance to be benighted 
in Bome peasant's hut, it is there that he will 
hear the tender Doitne sung, and see a pretty 
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national dance called the " ora," wliicli will often 
remind liim of the fi^'es on antique Tases. 
Their dreaa is notable : they wear full white 
trowsers, a white timic, and a gay-coloured Bash. 
Their long hair falls in wild disarray beneatli 
their slouched hats, and the long, sweeping 
moustache gives a marked and cliivalrous ex- 
pression to their splendid faces. 

The women wear their long hair tied in a hunch 
behind, and falling in a single tress down the back. 
They wear a fine long white shift, embroidered 
with gay-coloured silks, instead of a gown ; this is 
secured by a red woollen sash, heueath which 
descends the "fota," a kind of embroidered apron 
reaching to the knees. Their feet ai-e bare : and 
where, sir wanderer, have you seen more pic- 
tnreaque figures ? 

It is difficult to say distinctly the number of 
souls which may be comprised in this mixed 
population, for, from causes on which I do not 
enter, the printed statistics of tlie Principalities 
are uncertain. On a suiface of 900 square 
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leagues there arc said to be about 4,050,000 
iuliabitants, or 4500 to tbe square league. 
Wallacbia alone is aaid to number 2.500,000. 
Bucharest contains 120,000 inhabitants ; Jassy, 
90,000. The ports of Galatz and Breila are 
tbe most considerable. 

The regular army of the Principalities is 
15,000 ; tbe Darobans (gendarmes) and frontier 
guards have been also disciplined since 1848, 
and form a body of perhaps 15,000 more. The 
organization and discipline of the troops is the 
same as in Russia. They have but one general ; 
he is the Minister of War. 

The Wallachs form so considerable a nation- 
ality that it appears to be the opmion of 
some of their politicians "that the Porte would 
do weU to unite the Principalities under one 
ruler, and declare them independent." They 
would thus form a more effective bulwark 
against Bussia than they now do." They 

• This opinion ii very ably and foocemfully oombsttod in B 
pamphlet jnat written by M. Ohika. 
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nrge "that she receives a revenue ahdost 
nominal from them, as it is never paid at all 
during the occupation of the Eusaians, or for two 
years afterwards,"* and that "her power over the 
successioa is useless for any practical purpose." 
I give this, however, as the opinion of others ; and 
of course distinctly and emphatically repudiate 
the smalleBt idea of advancing my own. 

Indeed tliis is tlte merest sketch of the affairs 
of the PrincipaHtiea ; as I am writing from 
memory, far from books and men, and without 
ready means of consulting either. 

As for that which more particularly interests 
the reader of the Doine, I regret having to say so 
little. Wallachia and Moldavia, oppressed by 
the misgovemnient of the Phanariot princes, had 
for a long time no literature save the Fsalms 
of David, and a few religious treatises. The 
learning of the ancient world was only known by 
some miserable translations from the Greek, 

* See Treatiea, especially tiuLt of Kotcbuck KRinsriIji, art, >ivi., 
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rendered into a barbarons jargon of words taken 
from the Sclavonic, Greek, Turkish, and Latin — 
a gibberish wliich was the fashionable language 
of the court, the law, and society, much as the 
comipt Nomian French became in England after 
the Conquest. 

But, Bays La Rochefoucauld very wisely, " a 
man's native language is as deeply impressed in 
his heart aa on his tongue." The Rouman, or 
Wallach dialect stiU lingered in thepeaaant'shut, 
and in the affections of the people. It was evi- 
dently derived from the Latin ; and bore perhaps 
as much resemblance to the language of Virgil 
and Cicero, as Yorkshire provincialisms or the 
patois of MarseUlea may bear to the English of 
Lord Palmerston or the French of M, Guizot. 

The Lautars, or wandering minstrels, were still 
taught to sing to humble men the Dome, which 
had soothed their aires, and the old war songs of 
the Braves, which yet stirred their hearts like 
the call of a trumpet. These songs had been 
transmitted from sire to son by oral tradition 
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and by quaint old living chroniclers, the only 
records now left to Boumania. 

Such was the state of things forty years 
since. "With the fall of the Phanariota began 
a new era ; and to Jon Eliade, a country 
schoolmaster, belongs the honour of having 
restored the national language to literature : a 
language so soft and beautiful as to have been 
called the golden tongue. Jon Vacaresco, with 
Paris Mamuleano, in Wallachia; Asaky and 
Conaky in Moldavia ; appeared soon after, 
bringing each something to the common stock; 
though only a few fugitive poems, — translations 
from the French. But their works still suffered 
from the Phanariot influence. Cupid and Venus, 
with the other obsolete machinery of the Greek 
poets, held too prominent a place. 

Although, however, the translations which began 
to appear about this time were both incorrect 
and clumsy in style, they were received with 
pleasure by the public, and altogether displaced 
the weary gods and goddesses of the Phanariot 
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poets: who are now forgotten, as well as their 
wntiiigs. 

They tried, indeed, to preserve their inapu-a- 
tions in a happier style ; but they never thought 
of touching the magic chord beneath which 
throbbed the great heart of the people. 

In 1B33 the literature of Roumania made ajiother 
stride. MM. Eliade in Wallaehia, and Asaky in 
Moldavia, established each a printing press. 
The former obtained the monopoly of printing in 
Wallaehia, as well as a contract with the Govern- 
ment to publish the official Gazette, and sung no 
more. He did, however, perhaps still better ser- 
vice. Following the example of MM. Petro 
Maior, Schinkai, Klein, Lazar, Thickindel, and 
Lauriano, he applied himself wholly to the purifi- 
cation of the language, by banishing &om it all 
those words of a foreign origin by which it had 
become corrupted. 

The first poet of repute who now appeared in 
Boomania was M. Alexandresco, a Wallachian 
gentleman who long held the sceptre of song. 
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AlexandreBco was born a poet. In the nawe taid 
exquisite grace of his compositions there is 
something positively enchanting ; but, unhappily, 
he wanted that study and resolute cultivation of 
mind which exalt talent into genius. He made 
also a great mistake: instead of seeking inspi- 
ration in the history of hia country, or its home- 
scenes in the ball of the Boyard, or by the Olto 
and the Danube, his imagination wandered among 
strange scenes, and lost itself. Thus he published 
a collectiou of poems, which are little better than 
the pale reflection of borrowed lights from Lord 
Byron and M. Lamartine. He printed some 
fables ; and those in which he spoke of familiar 
things were received with enthusiasm. These 
fables occasioned, however, his dismissal irom the 
army, and were thus raised to the height of 
popularity ; for it seems, that in all times, the 
shortest way to make an author famous has been 
to punish him. 

About this time, also, M. Carlova wrote some 
poetical pieces, inspired by the sufferings ami 
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hopes of liis country. He called them " KuiuS- 
le-Torgoviste," or the Ruina of Targovista (the 
ancient capital of Wallachia). They recalled the 
by-gone glories of the land. His Btyle was by 
turns elevated, passionate, or touchingly plaintive, 
and it glowed with the burning language of a 
lofty and energetic patriotiam. But Death bore 
away the object of so many hopes, while still in 
the first blush of youth and high promise. Alas, 
for tlie young and the gifted ! 

In Moldavia, Negruzi sang of the flower-giila of 
Jassy, and paraphrased some novels, of which 
perhaps Zoo is the best. He also ti'anslated the 
Russian poet Pouskin, and some pieces of Lord 
Byron and Victor Hugo, not easily recognised. 
But his style is too elegant, aud his verses have 
too much wit and gi-ace to be branded as mere 
imitations. 

SI. CogaJniciano, of Moldavia, has pubHshed 
a volume of Moldo-AVallachian history, rather too 
sketchy and incomplete ; a species of elironicle 
borrowed, in a great measure, from Fotino's 
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excellent " History of the Principalities." But 
since then he has redeemed his reputation by 
some historical commentaries of much higher 
promise, and as he is still young, much is to be 
hoped from him. 

M. Aaron, a Wallachian of Transylvania, and 
ex-professor of history at the College of St. Sava 
at Bucharest, has also written a history of the 
Principalities; but though it displays considerable 
merit, it is too dry for the general reader : it is 
a mere chronicle compiled with care : a school- 
book on a wrong plan. 

M. Jon Ghika is author of a book on the 
weights and measures in use in diflferent 
countries, and it is whispered he has another in 
the press. M. Nicholas Balcesco devoted himself 
early to the study of his country's history, and 
in 1846 published a very able treatise on the 
military force of Roumania in former ages : a 
work which received immediate and wide atten- 
tion. It is prepared with great care and pains, 
and most of his facts are substantiated by dusty 
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records found among the monasteries. He died 
of consmnption in 1852. 

M. George Sion has made himself known by 
a series of aparbhng satires ; and M. Constandin 
Rosetty has beaten the same ground. His verses 
are mostly imitations fi'om Beranger, and only 
met with temporary success. To imitate is not 
to create : to create is to be a poet. 

From time to time young adventurers of the 
highest promise have entered the lists ; hut, unhap- 
pily for hterature, most of them, influenced pro- 
bably by pohtical events, have ceased to write. Jon 
Voineaco, one of the best writers of Wallachia, 
sleeps upon his laurels. M. Constandin Negry, 
now Governor of Galatz, has written a charming 
httlebook called " Tree Nopti la Venezia"" (Three 
Nights in Venice) ; but he stops there. Among the 
writers of the present day also must be mentioned 
il. Anton Pann, who has made himself remarkable 
more by the biirlesque and singidar style of his 
wiitings than even by their talent. He is the 
poet of the people, the Biirger of Roumania. 
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But the character of the Koumao literature is 

still in a state of transitioa. M. Basil Alesandri, 

of Moldavia, and M. Bolentiniano, of WaUachia, 

are doing much upon virgin gi'ound ; the former 

seeking his inspii-ation among the mountains and 

woodlands of hia countiy, the latter rendering 

into verse of no common elegance the most inter- 

■ ^ting facts of her story. Thus Poetry, giving her 

f hand to Historj', baa seated herself at last beside 

the national hearth of the Rouman. Unhappily, 

the censorship is a severe one. Without entering 

into details, it is painful to say that nearly all 

who have written in WaUach — poets, historians, or 

novelists — were banished after the events of 18i8. 

m Many are dead ; and those who survive despair of 

K Ijeing able to return to their liomes, 

H I cannot here forbear touching on a subject of 

H Tery serious and increasing importance. It is one 

H',pf the most pregnant and painful consequences 

Bof recent events, that a class of persons have 

^rijbecome involved in revolutions, who appear the 

^uaost unlikely to mix themselves up with politics. 
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The liberal countries of the world are at this 
moment crowded with exiles, who are neither 
enthusiasts nor visionary; but simple, plain, 
earnest men, who have been called away from the 
various pursuits of life, and sent to wander to 
whatever land will receive them, as idlers and 
good-for-nothings. 

In England, America, Sardinia, Turkey, and in 
the Barbary States, there are thousands of these 
unhappy men, leading a painful and precarious 
life ; rusting out their existence far from home 
and kindred — hopeless, objectless, penniless. 

It is a touching and melancholy thing to see 
them. Young men still beardless, who were led 
away by some vague dream of freedom, or fired 
by some speech of Cicero or Demosthenes, and 
then, mistaking excitement for conviction, rushed 
from the schools to the market-place and joined 
some popular tumult, or wrote some hasty silly 
lines in support of it. It is cruel, I say, to see 
these young men growing up into idlers and 
saunterers, falling daily lower and lower. As I 
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write these lines, many a bright talent is slowly 
rusting — ^many a youth of high and noble promise 
is driven to billiards and ^^ aisinthe" from the 
absolute impossibility of finding anything else 
to do, and because no human virtue can enable a 
man to sit still entre ses quatre murs for ever. 

We do not quite understand this kind of thing 
in England, and are apt to ask ourselves," If they 
are idle, why don't they work? " Work ! Yes, so 
they would if they could find anything to do ; 
but work is out of the question to most of them. 
Where is the State which will give its employ- 
ments to foreigners ? Where is the Government 
that dare do so ? Although England and Holland 
owe their most useful citizens to the edicts of the 
princes who banished their forefathers — although 
America owes some of the best blood in the 
Union to the same cause — there exists, and 
always will exist, a jealousy of strangers on their 
first arrival in any country. Yet I do not despair 
of the ultimate fate of these men. Whatever State 
has offered them a home, God's blessing will light 
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upon that land ; the children and the children's 
children of the exile wiU grow up to be a pride 
and a glory to it. In ages to come she shall owe 
her warriors and her statesmen, her arts and her 
songs, to the sons of the stranger : thej shall go 
down fighting for her in the front of battle, and 
by their brains and their right hands render her 
famous among the nations of the world. It ia ' 
the flower of their chiTaJry — the best and bravest 
hearts and keenest intellects — that foreign lands 
are sending us ; and perhaps there ia no body 
of men in the world at this moment more re- 
spectable by their intelbgence and social position 
than the Eefugees * Among them will be found 
some of the brightest names which shall adorn 
the pages of history yet unwritten. Good and 
great men are now undergoing struggles and 
privatione — ay, hunger, thirst, beggary, and scorn 

• Of ooursB from this category I diatmctlj and pointedly 
exeept the party who are known us the Reds. I have no aym- 
patbj with ICepublican ideas, and God forbid that I should 
lulvocate tliem. Tbere are, lioweier, man; eiilea who are not 
RepubliciuiB, or aonstitution-moQgcra — >nd some who were, and 
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— with a fortitude and grandeur of soul on which 
posterity will reflect with wonder and admiration. 
Even while I write, I know and have seen auch 
things, passing within a stone's throw of my 
window, as make me pause, and sickening lay 
down the pen. 

But it is not for the ultimate destiny of such 
men that there is anything to fear. By-and-hy — 
pray God it be soon ! — the exiles fi'om Italy and 
Germany, from far Hungary and Wallacliia, will 
jningle gradually with the mass of the people in 
the lands which they have sought. They will 
forget their distant country, or speak of it only 
upon Bummer evenings as they linger belated in 
the meadows; or when the fire bums high in the 
grate and the toil of winter days is over. Then 
perhaps they may recall, for the amusement of 
some listening child, the story of their by-gone 
struggles, and tell how tJiey wrought, and fought, 
and hied — in vain ; how they fled, a scanty band, 
vanquished and dispirited ; doubting much to sail 
far across the seas into a foreign land — unknown, 
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unfriended. And then, I pray God that they may 
be able to point with pride to the fruits of houest 
industry and perseverance, and to read the child 
a leasou of endurance and fortitude, of love and 
gratitude to his adopted country; seeing the joy 
that comes of the hope which holds on untiring, 
undismayed by many failures, forgiving much. 

Let us on our part be kind and patient with 
the exiles, and slow to judge them by the same 
standard of worth which may be just among 
ourselves. They are not like the same men 
they were in their own happy homes : those who 
knew them in former times can hai'dly recognise 
them now. Is that dirty, disconsolate person 
the same who was presented to the ti'aveller a 
few years ago as the most remarkable man of his 
country — who had first sacrificed his fortune, then 
his time to her — who was giving gratuitous lectures 
in the college he had founded ? Is this poor 
dispirited fugitive the man upon whom the eyes 
of all the scholars and philanthropists of Europe 
were turned applauding ? 
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Think of him, then, respectfully ; overlook in 
him the trifling pecuHaritieB, the eccentricities, 
the many little things, and some great ones, in 
which his maimers differ from ours. 

It is a proud and blessed thing to be an 
Englishman. It ia nine times blessed to be of 
the great Anglo Saxon race. It has been made 
enlightened, good, and powerful as it is, by the 
freedom of centuries ; and all who have hands or 
inteUeets among that great family, might win an 
honest and independent living, even in exile. 
But these unhappy men of whom we have been 
writing are as helpless as children ; and if they 
have not learned some manual employment, some 
accomplishment by which the amusement of happy 
days may become the support of evil ones, what 
are they to do ? They cannot write; they have 
no public. There is no public for books, upon 
many subjects, anywhere but in England and 
America. We will not buy books written in 
Hungarian or WaHacbian, Italian, German, or 
Polish; and no man ever wrote well enough 
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in a foreign language to make a living by his 
pen. 

Nor is it alone in literature that they have no 
vocation. "We must remember that the education 
of most continental gentlemen is eminently im- 
practical. Of commerce, machinery, electric 
telegraphs, and the things that are now quicken- 
ing men's minds with us, they know worse than 
nothing. But few of these men are mechanics, or 
persons connected with the money-making trades. 
They have been brought up under a system which 
brands commerce with an indelible mark of con- 
tempt; they belong to a society more aiistocratic 
than sensible ; and they cannot at once eradicate 
the prejudicesof theu' whole previous lives. They 
are thus,forthe most part, a great deal more help- 
less than an English Peer, irom previous traiuing 
and habits of thought, would he under the same 
circumstances. Once more, then, before I conclude 
this digression, let me put in a plea for kindness 
and forbearance towards them; and may God's 
f guide my hand as I write it! If, for 
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reasons which appear satisfactory, any Govem- 
ment shotild consider the puhlie peace best 
assured by the exile of certain men, it might 
perhaps sometimea he generous to consider the 
possibility of imitating the example of the Porte 
towards the poorer exilea from Roumania, and 
give them the means of living. 

I have done ; I have already written more and 
gone further afield than I intended. I have now 
only to add a few words as to my own share in 
the present work. Some of the best of the Dome 
have been collected by M. Bolentiniano, who has 
assisted me with much curious information. For 
myself, I need scarcely say, I claim no merit. I 
do not venture to challenge criticism ; though he 
who spurs into the lists of literature cannot com- 
plain if a lance be roughly broken with him, or 
hope that a maiden sliield will save him from a 
fall. Let me confess, however, that, as to my 
own labonrs, I feel sincere diffidence, not even 
unmingled with regret, that so enchanting and 
graceful a task should have fallen into such 
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clumsy hands. I am like one who has had a 
casket of jewels given him to carry, and who has 
lost half by the way. I have indeed done my 
best to perform my trust fidthfuUy, and tried to 
guard each with earnest care, but many have 
slipped through ; and when I compare the number 
and beauty of the gems which were given me, with 
those still left in my half empty casket, it is, 
frankly, with no little confusion. I trust, how- 
ever, that there is still enough of the original 
charm left in these songs to induce some happier 
hand to wake again the notes I have perhaps but 
marred. Let me conclude my apology in the 
address of Moore to the Irish Harp : — 



*' If the pulse of the patriot soldier or lover 

Hath e'er felt a thrill at its tone, 
I was but as the wind sighing heedlessly over, 

And all the wild sweetness I waked was thine own. 
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One word more. I think I may venture to 
believe that I have not deceived myself as to the 
beauty of the Dome. Poetry which has stirred 
the heart of one nation has generally an echo 
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in that of another ; for all men have very nearly 
the same feelings and sympathies, much less 
modified than we think even by distance and 
custom : " Le mond« est partout comme partout," 
said a witty Frenchman ; and he was right. 

The fate of Ossian, the Songs of the North, 
the Spanish Ballads and Eomancers would be 
enough to encourage me to hope for the success 
of the present work : I need not say that such a 
hope is altogether apart from that of any success 
of my own. The Doine seem indeed to me to have 
about them something of the character of Ossian; 
only that instead of belonging to a slow, grave, 
misty nation like the Scotch, they are the songs 
of a people who lived beneath a summer sky, and 
whose dreams were all of sunshine and flowers, of 
moons, and stars, and silver seas. 

If the Dome give the reader only half the 
pleasure they have given me, he will be delighted 
indeed with them : they have been collected 
during one of the happiest months of my life 
— one of those brief and pleasant times in our 
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existence, the memory of which I do helieve 
makes us better ever afterwards : more good- 
natured with the world ; and which seem to engrave 
themselves on our minds like those pictures which 
are done by sunshine. 

They were written in the Prince's Island, one 
of a little group just within hail of beautiful 
Stamboul. I had gone there invalided ; and, as 
health was coming back to me, they formed my 
occupation. Seated cross-legged on one of those 
Turkish sofas which I wonder we do not imitate, 
the Dome grew daily under my hands. My window 
overhung the sea ; and as my eye dwelt on the 
enchanted waters, in that pleasant frame of mind 
which follows illness ; as I listened for the north 
wind, which came laughing over the rufiEled waters 
about noon, rousing them out of their deep still 
sleep like a wild playmate ; the songs seemed to 
weave themselves, just like the pearls in the story 
of " Sirte Margarite','* I was living in fairy land, 
among Frank beauties, wise birds, and talking 
suns. My task had an indescribable fascination 
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in it- The droway song of the Greek boatman 
singing of his loves, as he pulled his light ctuqiie 
beneath my window, became refined into the lay 
of the beautiful stranger to the daughter of flie 
laurel-tree, or the daring chant of Miho the 
young before the robber chief. 

My principal amusement after this was taking 
Greek lessons : hunting out from forgotten comers 
of memory the words which had lain rusting there 
since I left Oxford. It was a pleasant amusement, 
almost bringing back a second boyhood. Then I 
had the quaintest, kindest master to be conceived. 
He was the village schoolmaster; and all the 
children in the neighbourhood seemed to know 
and love him : and as he was so amiable and good- 
natured as to become almost my constant com- 
panion out of school hours, and on fete days 
(which were pretty often), I soon grew to have an 
acquaintance almost as ex.tensive as his own. It 
was pretty enough to see the affection of his 
scholars ; they waylaid and beset us in our 
evening walks. Themistocles or Miltiades 
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(usually some scrubby, bright-eyed urchin) would 
come with shout and halo through the vineyards 
directly they recognised my friend, and, emerging 
with difficulty from the thick foliage of the vinee, 
wonld bring bunches of ripe grapes in their sun- 
burnt hands. He would stop and talk to them 
with placid kiudness, and smile very sweetly 
when we had passed on, as if the flavour of kind 
words still hngered about him. Surely there is 
nothing in this world so sweet aa to be loved ! 

Our evening walks were always the same, by 
the haunted shores of the Sea of Marmora ; and 
when it lay beneath me, so still and hushed, and 
the moon threw over it a flood of solemn and 
august light, fancy grew busy with me, and the 
shadows of an elder time peopled the air. I felt 
that I was passing a brief season of tranquil 
thought and happiness, such as I was perhaps 
never destined to pass again. I was a boy once 
more, talking the language of Homer. I lived in 
another world from that I had left so lately, with 
its fume and its roar — its etorm in a butter-boat. 
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Then they were the dearest, drowsiest conver- 
Bations that ever two mortal men held together. 
Such simple wisdom as the good man had, he 
gave me ; and even when straggling with a smile, 
I often felt that it was happier and better than 
the lore of statesmen and sages. 

He had grown quite grey among little children, 
though but twenty-nine. He was as single-hearted 
as they, and loved the marvellous as dearly ; was 
fuU of morals from fables, and of the sentences 
which served as copies for his scholars. He told 
me, indeed, that Scotland was the capital of 
London; but I do not think it much mattered 
what he said: I should have had the same 
affectionate esteem for him if he had told me he 
bad been to the moon ; and it was not very 
unlikely that he had. 

Yes, it was one of those dreamy, idle, pleasant 
times, dear reader, which come to us but once ; 
when we think that we shall never want a new 
dress-coat, and forget there is such a thing in the 
world as a goose or an epigram. But enough t 
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and very much more than enough : yet this is not 
mere egotism ; for to understand thoroughly the 
character of any book, we should know something 
of the circumstances under which it was written. 

Pbinoe^s Island, 

Sept, 12, 1853. 
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THE DAUGHTER OF THE LAUREL TREE. 



"Open thy branches, beautiful Laurel Tree, 
and let me go forth ; for it is the hour when the 
Evening Star bathes her silver hair in the limpid 
waters of the rivulet." 

So speaks a fair girl shut up within the 
Laurel ; and the Laurel opens its leaves. The 
maiden springs out, and descends dancing into 
a flowery valley. 

The pale betrothed of the Sun shines softly 
through the clouds, and the nymph flits through 
the valley, light as the breeze when it passes 
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THE DAUGHTER OF THE LAUREL TREE. 



over the flowers. Her large eyes reflect the soft 
and loving light of the stars, and her long hair 
breaks in a golden flood upon her shoulders. 

" Listen, sweet girl," says a young and hand- 
some stranger. " Your locks are more beautiful 
than the beams of the sun upon a lily ; but 
accursed be thy loveliness, for it has troubled 
my life and my youth." 

At these words a blush bums on the cheek of 
the maid like (Jrops of blood from a . wounded 
bird, faUen upon the suow of the morning. 

The young stranger tries to embrace the beau- 
tiful Daughter of the Laurel^ but the fair'-haijred 
maideji flies: fast through the pale shadows of 
the night. When far from the traveller she 
stops, and seems to defy him; but when the 
youth approaches she flies again, and both at 
length disappear in the flowery groves. 

" The Star Queen sleeps in her palace of 
clouds; sleep also, gentle and lovely girl; try to 
calm thy sighs." 

So sings the handsome stranger, and the 
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Daughter of the Laurel falls to sleep in his 
arms, murmuring a prayer to God that her lover 
may never abandon her. 

She sleeps. At her awaking, her anxious 
eyes seek in vain for those of the handsome 
stranger. She sees him no more. She shrieks 
for him wildly in vain, and calls to the night ; 
to the stars ; to the rivulet that runs through 
the wood; to the birds singing among the 
flowers ; but none can tell her whither he has fled. 

" Open thy branches, beautiful Laurel Tree ! *' 
then cries the deserted girl; "the night is 
already flying before the first rays of the day- 
light, and if I remain longer here I shall dissolve 
away into dew." 

" Away, young and beautiful girl," replies the 
Laurel Tree, mournfully; "the star wreath of 
honour has fallen from thy brows ; there is no 
longer any place for thee here." 

Then the sun rises over the mountain, and 
the Daughter of the Laurel dissolves away 
into dew. 
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MARIORA FLORIOEA. 



Sweet and pleasant is the life of man in 
fertile Moldavia; flower succeeds to flower, and 
fruit to fruit beneath its generous suns ; myriads 
of melodious birds enchant the ear with their 
delicious harmony ; young and beautiful maidens 
take the heart captive. 

But if you were to travel nine years in the 
country of the Monteni, or in any other ; if even 
you were to journey over nine lands and nine 
seas, you would never find maid, or bird, or 
blossom, so wondrously lovely as Mariora 
Floridra, the Zina * of the Mountains, the Sister 
of the Flowers. 

She is bright as a tear of joy, gentle as the 

* Zina, nymph. 
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apring, blithe and light-footed as a fawn, and 
neither tall nor short, but just of the proper 
height for a bride. Her chestnut hair, soft as 
Bilk, attracts the eyes of all who approach her. 
It clusters over her white forehead, and falls in 
golden waves to her shoulders, like a field of 
ripe corn stirred by the wind. And tiien, my 
friends, she has upon her lips a scarlet blossom ; 
in ber mouth are pearls; upon her cheeks 
cherries ; and on her bosom lilies, with two 
little strawberries upon them. 

When she goes forth into the fields the 
flowers laugh joyously, and open their hearts to 
exhale perfume for her ; then, after bowing 
gently in the wind, they strive to arrest her 
steps, and say, " Good morning, sweet sister 
Mariora Floriora! Tell us what thou wouldst 
have of us ? Will you have the odours of the 
cowslip,* which calm the heart, or those of the 
enchanted basilicon, whose spells can stop the 
wandering youth upon his way and make him love 
* SulciuEL 
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thee ? Take us, sweet sister, oh, take us and place 
us in thy hair, or in thy bosom, that we may toy 
with thy tresses, or fall to sleep upon thy breast." 

Mariora listens, pleased and happy ; then lying 
down among the flowers she covers them with 
kisses, and places some in her hair and some in 
her girdle. All who see her stop and cry, 
admiringly, ** There is Zina, the Nymph of the 
Flowers." 

The hoary old mountain grows young again 
when he hears her step, and dresses himself in 
a robe of green and crystal to receive her. The 
birds awake and sing, " All hail ! Mariora 
Floriora ! tell us what thou wiliest have of us. 
Will you bathe in the water that has never been 
troubled ? Are you seeking for singing birds, 
or for wild honey; or will you listen to the 
sweet airs of the tender Dome ? " 

Wherever she appears she is met with loving 
words, and she lives among happy thoughts, as 
the bee lives among the gardens. 

Nevertheless she is pensive sometimes, and 
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when alone she fancies that mysterious voices 
whisper to her softly, " Beautiful Zina ! thou art 
young, lovely, and gentle ; thou hast waliened 
love in many. Hast thou never dreamed that 
the time is come for thee to love also? Dost 
know, dear girl, tliat thou must one day die, 
and render an account of thy heart in heaven ? 
How many flowers," adds the voice warningly, 
" waste their sweetness and fade away, remem- 
bering not the scentless flower of the lake which 
blossoms at the gates of Paradise to judge the 
rest, and that she will inquire strictly what they 
have done with their odours." 

One day while musing on the mysterious voice 
that haunts her, Mariora meets a young stranger, 
mounted on a black steed with a wliite star in 
his forehead. She unconsciously casts down her 
eyes, and her heart begins to beat turbulently. 

" Calle buna, sweet girl," says the stranger. 
Mariora naively thanks him, though she cannot 
raise her eyes. 

" Tell me truly, fair maid," then asks the 
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traveller, "are you the daughter of a king, or 
the shadow of a sweet dream I once had, for I 
have travelled far and seen many beauties, but 
none like unto thee." 

" If thou wouldst know who I am," replies the 
nymph, " thou must ask my sisters, the flowers." 

" Art thou the daughter of a mortal, or of a 
Zm6u ? " continues the stranger* 

"If thou wouldst know who I am," answers 
Mariora, " ask the mountains and the bridgeless 
torrents, the singing-birds, the waterfalls, and 
the yoimg fawns." 

" Then, fairest of the fair," says the stranger, 
gradually becoming enlightened, " thou art the 
Nymph of the Flowers, the guide of Aurora. 
Thou art my fate, and a star foretold that I 
should love thee ! " 

Mariora's heart is touched by the gallant 
stranger; she blushes; and both remain silent 
and pensive ; but her hand caresses the flowing 
mane of his horse, who neighs till the mountains 
re-echo. 



w^ 



MARIORA FLOHIOHA. 



But now a fair young girl comes dancing 
towards tlie lovers. A wanton snule is on her 
lips, and her hair is decked with hutterflies. She 
comes fresh from a garden ; upon her hreast 
are clusters of flowers ; in her hands she carries 
branches of the cherry-tree, laden with ripe 
fruit ; and she sings as she approaches them : — 

" On my breast is a garden of sweet-scented 
flowers ; whoever inhales their breath must be 
my lover. I have strawberries too, and cherries ; 
whoever tastes them must give up his life to me. 
Fair youth, will you have my cherries ? When 
was fruit so tempting ? " 

Thus singing, she displays the flowers upon 
her snowy bosom. The stranger stretches forth 
his hand, but Mariora stays him and says : — 

" Take neither fruit nor flowers from that 
girl, for I will give thee my whole garden ; the 
garden of my bosom and the flowers of my 
heart." 

"My own Zina, my dear destined bride," 
replies the youth. " I will give up my travels 
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from henceforth, and dismount from my steed, 
that I may stay here and love thee." 

Mariora blushes, and sheds tears of happiness ; 
still caressing the horse, who raises his crest 
proudly towards hia misti'ess. 

The shadows of evening begin to spread over 
the mountains, but a ray of light appears sud- 
denly over the rocks, and gradually becomes the 
moon. 

She is at her full, and looks joyous as the brow 
of a bride.. The moon remains fixed above the 
rocks, and looks down upon two shadows, who 
embrace tenderly. They are intoxicated with 
love and forget the world. 

Then the moon seemed to shine with a more 
august splendour; she made a mystic sign to the 
stars, and the stars shone out and saw the 
shadows who embraced each other. Towards 
midnight the shadows vanished, and the moon 
set behind tlie rocks ; but the bright stars whis- 
pered to each other : — 

" Bright flowers of the heavens ! Sweet sister 
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trayellera through the sky ! Have ye eeen how 
the Nymph of the Mountain embraced her lover 
in the world below. Alaa ! she did not even 
see ua this evening! They are gone now, the 
maiden and her lover ; where are they hidden, 
siBters?" 

So the stars ascend towards the west ; they 
spread themselves ahiniug over the firmament to 
penetrate the mysterj' ; and their rays illumine 
the airs. 

At daybreak Mariora awakes as if from a 
dream ; her beloved is beside her. He looks at 
her tenderly, and says : — 

"Dear Mariora, gentle as the dove, 1 would 
gaze upon thee for ever, toying with thy hair, 
and then die upon thy lily bosom." 

Mariora listens with a blush and light laughter. 
She hides her face among her golden tresses, and 
' peeps out now and then like a butterfly, or a bird 
singing as it fhes through the trees. 

She makes a sign, and a table rises loaded 
with delicious fruits. The lovers partake of 
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the banquet, and say:-*-" Let us always love 
one another, for are we not equal in youth 
and in tenderness, and in love and gentle 
thoughts ? " 

So passes another day. 

The next morning when the bride and bride- 
groom awake, Mariora makes another sign, and 
an elegant carriage with six horses appears 
before her. They get into it, and she tells the 
enchanted steeds to let their shadow only hover 
over the surface of the fields, and to fly with 
them swift as thought. 

The coursers neigh, and fly lighter than 
shadows with the happy pair. In this manner 
they ramble over meadows and moimtains, 
but the mountains on seeing a stranger by 
the side of Mariora Floriora take off their 
verdant robes and hide themselves in clouds^ 
The leaves fall yellow and withered, the streams 
are troubled, the flowers droop their heads and 
fade. 

But the beautiful Mariora thought no longer 
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of mountains and flowers; she had no eyes for 
anything but her lover. 

The coursers, flying upon wings swift aa those 
of desire, arrive in a single bound at the borders 
of a stream. Mariora descends to bathe ; aud the 
water cradles and caresses her, as if she were a 
lily and grew there. The enamoured waves play 
with her hair, and leave upon every tress some 
bright drops to sparkle in it. But the sun 
dries up the bright drops, and transforms them 
into a cloud, which rises slowly towards the 
heavens. 

"Mariora," says the Sun, "thou art fail- and 
lovely ; thou art happy, but hast thou no thought 
that fortune is fickle, and that the sweetest 
dreams end bitterly ? Dost thou know, that the 
flowers of the field have faded away since thou 
hast left them uncared for, and, returning to 
the skies, have complained that thou hadst 
forgotten them, Mariora," adds the Sun, "my 
beloved, the Lord will chastise thee, and thou 
must not murmur; still know that in this 
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fleeting life and perishable world a sweet day 
of love is worth an age of vulgar happiness."* 

"When fortune changes," exclaims the poet, 
" more griefs are crowded into one sad hour 
than are enough to darken years." 

Upon the third day Mariora felt her spirits 
saddened. She was pensive, and wept in silence 
on her lover's bosom. No one knew why she 
wept, for she wept as weep the flowers for the 
morning. 

The day was lovely, the mountains were 
bathed in light, and the valleys in silence. The 
birds kept within the pleasant shadows, and 
neither flew nor sang. The shadows were the 
only moving things : they struggled agaiost the 
Ught, and when vanquished fled far into the 
forest. 

Mariora sighs, and embracing her lover, she 



* A sentiment one would hardly have expected from the 
Sim, especially after the preceding sentence ; but the strange 
mixture of religion and impiety is one of the most curious 
characteristics of Wallack poetry : perhaps of the poetry of all 
primitive people. 
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says : " Sing, my beloved, that thy soul may pass 
into mine." " Sweet iave my days grown since I 
met thee, my soul," sings the youth; "forget 
for me thy skies, fair angel sister to the golden 
stars, for I have forgotten my world for thee." 

Suddenly there is a plaintive sound in the air, 
as of a mother's voice mingled with mournful 
bells. The earth trembles ; Mariora looks round 
fearfully : she sees a black cloud hovering over 
her, dark and menacing as a Zm6u* spreading its 
sombre and awful wings over the horizon. It is 
the same cloud which rose from the bright drops 
in her hair, which the waves gave her. Mariora 
grows pale, and bending over her lover, she 
says, with anguished looks : — 

" Farewell, my love, foretold to me by the 
star! God has sent a Zm6u from the mountain 
to tear me from thine arms ; for since I have 
loved thee I have forgotten His flowers. They 
have faded, and complained to Heaven that I 
abandoned them." 

• Evil spirit. 
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She weeps as she speaks, and the cloud rises 
and overspreads the skies. The thunder rolls, 
and the valleys and mountains re-echo it; the 
lightning flashes, the rain falls, the winds moan, 
and poor Mariora hides her face in despair ! 

But fate is not to he pacified; the Zm6u arrives 
and seizing her in his arms flies away with her 
over the mountain; after which the clouds 
vanish and the heavens hecome serene. 

Where is Zina, the Flower Nymph? The 
beautiful Mariora Floriora, into what far country 
is she gone ? Is she wandering over nine lands 
and nine seas, or is she seeking for the garden 
of Paradise, where dwell the Nymphs and the 
stars ? 

None ever told, none ever knew; but, when 
the full moon is shining on a serene night, her 
plaintive murmurs are sometimes heard in the 
caverns of the mountain. 
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" My pretty Fawn ! look once again upon the 
setting sun ; it is the last time you will behold 
it; you are my little friend, and must die for 
my sake." 

" Let me still live tiU the end of the season, 
dear master," replies the Fawn, " when the lily 
of the valley bends her head upon the stem, 
when the songsters of the spring cease their 
harmony : life is so sweet, the sun so beautiful, 
the heavens so wondrous. Ah, let me still live, 
dear master." 

"Alas! it cannot be, my little Fawn. The 
queen wills thy death, or a divorce, and if thou 
lovest me, my pretty gentle little Fawn, thou 
must die for me." 
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" Thy will be done then, master/' answers the 
little Fawn ; " I can die to make thee happy ; 
though I am so young, so beautiful, and life is 
so delightful." 

" Do not weep, my little Mend, for thou dost 
break my heart," answers the king, who can do 
a cruel thing more easily than talk about it. 

" The queen wishes for my death, because I am 
a prophet, and know all her secrets. But 
beware, king! for to-morrow thy royal head 
shall fall beneath the knife of the queen and 
her lover." 

" Not so, my little Fawn," reasons the king, 
"thou sayest this to be revenged against my 
wife." 

" Heed me or not as thou will'st," answers the 
Fawn. " But before thy death tell the servants, 
who remain true to thee, to take my bones and 
to make thee a cofl^ of them. Thou must tell 
them to paint it with my young blood, and to 
bury thee in it after thy death. From this coflSn 
shall arise a sweet-scented tree, which shall bend 
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over thy tomb and cover it with a cool shade 
during the fierce heats of summer. The tree 
shall protect it from the winds and the storm, 
and singing thy misfortunes and mine, stop the 
passenger to weep over thy grave." 
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PAUNASUL CODRILOR 



A YOUTH and a maiden are wandering through 
a valley. The maiden is beautifully fair, and 
she is crowned with a chaplet of yellow flowers. 

" Sing to me, sweet girl," says the youth, "that 
I may hear thy sweet voice." 

" I would sing to thee, my beloved," answers 
the maiden, " but the caverns will echo my song, 
and the Faunas of the mountains, the Brave of 
braves, might hear me." 

" Fear not for me, my golden beauty," answers 
the youth gallantly, " when I am near thee ; and 
oh fear not for thyself when thou art near to me." 

The young maiden with the golden hair begins 
to sing; the Eclwes carry her song to the Faunas 
of the mountains, and the Brave of braves 
appears. 
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" My pretty little lad ! my brave little man- 
nikin," says the Faunas, hoping to gain his 
point by fair words. " Give me thy bride, or 
thou must die." 

" Thou shalt not have her while my head 
remains upon my shoulders," answers the youth 
resolutely. " I have sworn by her golden hair 
never to abandon her ! " 

The struggle begins and the combatants 
wrestle fiercely ; at length the youth gives way ; 
his belt falls oflf, and Paunasul grips him in the 
clasp of a giant. His eyes glare, his heart beats. 

" Help, love ! " cries the youth, " and gird on 
my belt, for I am losing strength." 

" Nay, husband," answers the lady. " Let the 
fight be fair, and whoever is victor I will 
marry him." 

The two Braves clasp each other with all 
their strength, and one falls. 

Who carries oflf the Fair one? It is the 
Paimas of the rocks. Who falls to rise again — 
never ? Alas ! it is the gallant bridegroom. 
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Fab away, but not too far away, upon the 
banks of the Neister, at the foot of a hill, and 
beneath the shadow of a cluster of poplar trees, 
sits Thomas Alimosh, the " Boyard " 

Near him stands his murgo, with its gilded 
bridle. He is feasting, and thus soliloquizes : — 

" I would drink a health if I knew to whom : 
shall it be to my gallant steed ? He is a beast, 
and can do nothing but carry me ! Shall it be to 
my arms? my arms, the sisters of my heart? 
But even they are only dried wood and cold 



iron. 



ti 



As Thomas Alimosh is thus speaking he hears 
the trot of a horse. He rises, and, looking along 
the plain, he sees a young Brave, moimted on a 
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black horse of the famous breed of Dubrodgia. 
The cavalier, with his tall form and raven hair, 
is the giant Manea. He approaches Thomas 
Alimosh, and, addressing him as " Boyard of the 
Lowlands,'* demands haughtily why he has come 
into the coimtry to ride over the com and the 
young vines — ^to spoil the vintage and the harvest. 

Thomas good-naturedly asks him to sit down 
and cool himself, then drinks the giant's health, 
and offers him a glass of wine. 

The giant Manea takes the wine in his left 
hand — a sure sign of bad fellowship — and with 
his right draws his sword. He wounds his 
entertainer in the breast, and then mounting 
upon his coal-black murgo, takes hastily to flight. 

" 111 luck to thee, son of a spouseless bride ! " 
cries Thomas Alimosh indignantly. " If thou 
fallest into my hands I will send thee to per* 
dition !" Then staunching with his hand the 
blood which gushes from his woimd, he mounts 
on horseback. But his horse is old. 

" On, on, my little horse ! " he says, with a 
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slight tone of regret in his voice. "Alas! if 
thou couldst go in thine old age as thou didst in 
thy youth ! " 

The generous horse answers that he will go 
faster than ever he went before ; and Thomas 
Alimosh again urging him on, he flies like dried 
grass before the blast of the wind, or like a hawk 
stooping on his prey. He soon overtakes his 
enemy. 

"Manea!" cries the Boyard sternly, "thou 
hast wounded me like a traitor, and taken to 
flight like a coward !" 

Manea is dismayed, and strikes his horse 
cruelly. He tries to escape ; but his foe follows, 
terrible, though dying. When near enough, 
Thomas draws his sword and cuts him in two 
pieces, exactly through the middle of the body ; 
hewing off two of his horse's ribs with the same 
stroke. 

So perish all who abuse the hospitality offered 
to a guest ! 

" My little murgo,*' then says the dying warrior. 



THOMAS ALIMOSH. 25 

% 

" my eyes are closing ; the clouds above grow 
dim to me. Hasten once more, and bear me 
quickly yonder beneath the shade of the poplar 
trees. I will die there. When I am dead, and 
my hands cannot caress thee, thou wilt dig me a 
grave with thine iron shoes ; with thy teeth thou 
wilt cast me into it. The poplars will grow bare 
when the autumn wind blows, and their leaves 
will cover me." 
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STEFAN THE GREAT AND HIS MOTHER. 

Upon a gloomy rock near an ancient castle in 
Moldavia a fair lady passes the night in weeping. 
It is the bride of Stefan, Duke of the Moldavians. 
Her blue eyes glitter like two violets beneath the 
morning dew; and she dries her tears with her 
long hair. Her husband has been gone some 
days to the wars, and she has not heard from 
him. As she still weeps a horn is heard to 
sound at the castle-gate. 

" Open ! mother mine," cries the faint voice of 
a spent horseman. " My army is scattered, and 
I have fled hither from the field ! Open the gate 
quickly, for the wind blows keenly ; my wounds 
are painful, and I am surrounded by foes." 

At these words the young princess flies to 
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the lattice. But the warrior's mother asks him 
boldly— 

" "Wliat dost thou here, my son ? I command 
thee to remain without." She speais ; and going 
upon the terrace, tliua sternly addresses the 
fugitive — 

" What wouldst thou, stranger ? It is in 
vain that thou seekest to enter this castle, pre- 
tending to be my son. My son is with his 
braves, where duty calls him. He has never 
returned to his hearth in sliame ! Or, if thou 
art my son, I am not thy mother. If God has 
reserved such a disgrace to embitter the rest of 
my days, if thou art indeed my son, then know 
that thou shtdt never enter this castle with thy 
browa unlaurelled. He who knows not how to 
die for his country is like those ill-omened night- 
birds who see only in the dark. If thy soul has 
lost its noble courage, go back then to the realms 
of Night, from whence thou camest, for the 
morning breaks." 

Becalled to his duty by these bmiiing words, 
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the duke returns to his army, and the combat is 
renewed. The Turks are either routed or cut to 
pieces, and Stefan the First returns in triumph 
to his castle. 
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CODREANO. 



The fame of Codr^ano has gone abroad in 
the forest. But he has no horse. He is dis- 
tressed at this circumstance, for no brave can be 
well appointed without his murgo. Dressed in 
a shepherd's sarica and a cap like that worn by 
the Zurcan mountaineers, so that he may not be 
recognised, he yet looks very brave and handsome. 

Thus attired he tries to find a horse with a 
wavy mane such as horses should have, but he 
cannot discover a good one anywhere. Every 
horse which is brought to him is so weak and 
miserable that he can take it by the head and 
throw it down. So he continues his fruitless wan- 
derings among the mountains. At last he meets 
with one of the mocons, or travelling cattle-dealers. 
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" Callef buna, mocon, a pleasant journey to 
you/* cries Codr^ano, accosting him. 

" Thanks, brother," replies the mocon, 

" Tell me, mocon of the mountains," then says 
Codr6ano, " wilt thou change thy horse for my 
sarica and a waggon with eight oxen ? " 

" I will not barter my horse against thy sarica," 
answers the mocon, for with the foals of his dam 
I pay the rent of the fair Valley of Olto, and if 
I would have sold him I might have had the rich 
lands of Movilao. 

"Hark, my little mocon," returns Codr^ano, 
softly, " I must have thy horse, for I desire him 
so ardently, and God is good. Give him to me 
then at once ; I wish to try if he goes well, 
and if he pleases me I will give thee my soul 
for him." 

The mocon at length yields his horse, 
Codr6ano mounts upon the fiery steed, and gives 
him the rein. The horse goes so fast that 
mouiitains and valleys seem all mingled in one 
confused mass. 
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The mocou is much distresaed. " By ttine 
eyebrows," he cries, "I might have known thou 
■wert a thief!" But, smothering his wrath, he 
calls after Codreano to return hia horse, or 
give him the waggon and eight oxen which he 
promised. 

" Not so, my little mocon," answers the robber, 
contemptuously ; " you had better make me a 
present of him." 

So saying, and delighted with his morgo, he 
rides away to an inn, where fae feasts and quafFs 
with Santa, the beautiful hostess, but does not 
dream of paying, though he drinks the rich wine 
of Catnari. "When he has finished his carousal 
he mounts hia horse and rides towards Capo, 
where he lives. But the Poterasi ride after him. 
Codreano sees that the Albanians are pursuing 
him, but he feigns indifference, and having by 
this time another appetite, he sits down to supper. 

" Surrender, Codi'6ano t " says the Potera, 
entering his house. " Surrender, or die." 

Codreano, who ia hospitably inclined, and 
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probably still in a good humour with his new 

acquisition, replies, "that his mutton is fat and 
tender, and that hia wine is old." He requests 
the Poterasi to partake of some tefreahraent. 

But the Albanians have a dull ear for plea- 
santry. They fire their pistols at Codreano, who 
only smiles, and plucking the balls out of the 
fiesh with his fingers, loads his durda with them 
and cries, indignantly : — 

" 111 betide ye ! Pagan robbers ! I will feed my 
dogs with your bones ; you are fit for nothing 
else." Then, firing off hia durda, most of the 
Albanians lie weltering in their blood. Their 
chief, however, Leonti (may the earth swallow 
him !) takes off the silver buttons from his vest, 
and loading his carbine with them, discharges 
it in a most unjustifiable manner at Codr6ano. 
The robber is wounded, and growing angry at 
this, hurls his baltac at Leonti and cuts off his 
head. The bead of Leonti rolls in the dust, but 
his body has learned good manners, and still 
stands bowing before Codrfiano. 
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After this the Brave, weakened by Ma wound, 
falls upon his knees, sustaining himself with his 
hands, and in this position he is surrounded by 
the Potera and taken. 

They carry him prisoner to Jassy, where he is 
brought before Ilics, reigning Prince of Moldavia. 
Ilics is seated on a divan, and holds a sceptre in 
his hands. Near to the Prince is seated a Turk 
from Stamboul. 

" Codrfiano," says the Prince, "tell my high- 
ness truly how many Christians bast thou slain?" 

" My lord," replies Codr^ano, " I swear to 
your highness I have never slain a Christian, 
though I have killed many pagans. "Whenever 
I met with a Christian I shared my goods with 
him. If he had two horses I took but one, and 
left bim the other. If be had twenty piastres I 
gave bim back ten : hut when I met with a Turk 
I took his bead, and left bim hia body." 

" The tbick-Upped Turk, who was seated on 
the divan beside the Prince, grew pale at these 
words and said that if CodrSaoo lived another 
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year he would drive the Turks out of the 
country. Then turning to the Prince, he urged 
hiTn to show no mercy to Codreano, who was 
capable of carrying off Ma wife, and killing him. 

But Codreano answered with much coolness 
and dignity, "Let not my lord listen to these 
strangers, who will be the ruin of us." 

" Off with his head ! " cries tlie Prince : " but 
stay ; first send for a confessor ! " 

Then the gates are opened, and the famous 
robber led out. They seat him in the vestibule 
of the church ; his hands and feet are shackled 
■with irons, but a confessor is beside him, 

"Holy man," cries the robber meekly, "unbind 
my hands that I may make the sign of the cross 
before I die." The priest unbinds his right 
hand, and Codreano searches in his bosom for 
his palosh. With his palosh he outs the fetters 
which bind him, and is free. Then going 
beneath the windows of the Prince, he reproves 
him sternly. 

'' Open thy windows, my lord," he says, " that 
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we may hear and see each other. Then learn, 
O Prince, that it is unworthy of thee to seek the 
life of a brave like me." 

The Prince conceals himself in the cellars of 
the palace, and the Albanians close the gates of 
the courtyard. 

"Then," cries Codr6ano, " O my gallant 
steed, where art thou? thou mightst save my 
life." 

The horse hears his master's summons in the 
stable, and comes out plunging joyously, with 
his tail flowing in the wind, and his crest erect. 
Codr6ano mounts, and springing over the walls 
he says, tauntingly- 

" Farewell, Sir Prince ! Stay safely on thy 
throne while I go back to my kingdom, and God 
save thee, my lord, for thou hast little wit." 



D 2 
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THE FEEENTAR'S DAUGHTER. 



"My beloved is gone to the wars ; and since he 
left me I have known no joy. When he went 
I bridled his charger, and I gave h\m my heart 
in a kiss." 

So sung Marie the beautiful maiden, and tears 
sparkled upon her cheeks, like the dews of 
morning upon a flowret. 

But as she sings she hears the dear voice of 
her lover. He has returned alone from the wars, 
and says to her, " I have left my comrades upon 
the battle-field, and I am come back to thee, O 
my beloved; for without thee I can dwell no 
longer in the world ! " 

" Unhappy knight, what ravest thou ? " 
answers the fair maiden. ** There is no one 
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here to welcome thee, not even thy bride ; but 
if thou canst not Kve without me, O my 
beloved, I will go with thee to the wars." 

They both mount upon their coursers, and as 
they ride through the lovely and shady valleys 
these words are long heard through the silence 
of the night — 

" If thou canst not live without me, O my 
beloved, I can go with thee to the wars, and we 
can die together for our country, my 
beloved." 
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BoujOR the robber is making the whole 
country ring with the fame of his crimes* He 
never murders anybody; but he hates the 
Boyars, and whenever any of them fall into 
his hands he compels them to give money to 
the poor. 

"Up my merry men!" cries Boujor to his 
band; " follow me; I know the way we must take 
over the mountain. I know the spot where the 
flocks are feeding and the limpid waters flow. 
I know the place where we shall find gold and 
young maidens, and pretty wives." While the 
band prepare to depart there is a soft voice 
heard through the valley — ^the voice of a young 
girl. Boujor is pleading to her for a kiss. On 



the banks of a rivulet two young women are 
washing the com ; Boujor has his arm encircling 
their waists, A fair maid is gathering flowers in 
her garden ; and it is again Boujor who is 
whispering of love to her. 

At the frontier town of Focchiani there is an 
old road-side inn standing in the shadow of some 
trees. Boujor has arrived there, and is soon by 
the side of Anitza, the beautiful hostess. She 
intoxicates the brigand chief with kisses and his 
followers with wine. 

" Anitza, my beloved," says the insinuating 
Boujor, who seems to have been as fond of the 
ladies as an Lishman, " may I ask thee for a 
scarlet flower ? thou wilt find it on thy lips." 

"I will give thee the flower, Stefanica Boujor," 
rephes the hostess ; " come, cuU it with thy 
kisses ; but drink no wine, for the Poterasi are 
near us." 

"Let them come, I fear not," repHes Boujor, 
boldly; " my sabre Ues upon the board." 

The consequence of this is that Boujor comes 
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to grief, as most vain-glorious people do. He 
neglects the warning of the pretty hostess. The 
Poterasi arrive, and he is borne away to prison. 
The court is struck with awe at his appearance. 

" Famous Stefanica," asks the judge, respect- 
fully, putting the usual question, " how many 
men hast thou murdered ? " 

The robber replies, scornfully, that he has 
never murdered anybody, but that he has beaten 
a great many Boyars. 

" Stefanica,'* then says the judge, "if thou 
wouldst live, say where thy riches are hidden." 

" I have hidden my wealth in the hollows of 
trees, that the poor may find it,'* answers the 
robber, coldly. 

The next day Boujor dies upon the scaffold, 
and the poor mourn over him, for they have lost 
a friend. 
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FAT LOGOFAT. 



"Oh stay! Fat Logofat! of the fair wavy 
locks, for yonder upon the hill top a black 
Balaur is awaiting thee." 

"Fair maiden with the laughing mien and 
with the silken sash, I fear not the Balaur, for I 
am armed." 

" Rash youth, with thy glance of fire and hand- 
some with all beauty, the Balaur is strong and 
wicked ; oh stay ! " 

"Angel of the stars, with the dove-eyes and 
lily cheeks, the Zm6ui all tremble at my name." 

" Great warrior, with thy gilded arms and with 
thy gentle voice, the Balaur plants his footsteps 
on the mountain and touches the violet skies 
with his lofty crest." 
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" Bird of the mountains with thy flower-dyed 
wings, when I bestride my murgo he can spring 
with me from sea to sea, and his feet spurn the 
clouds." 

"O Fat Logofat, with the wavy hair and 
gentle voice, with the bright smile and fearless 
heart, do not leave these halls ; for I love thee. 
Oh stay!" 

" Sweet maid, with every beauty, if thou lovest 
me then will I try to be worthy of thy love*" 

So, deaf to the pleading of the maiden, he 
kills the Balaur and returns to make her his 
bride. 



SALGA. 

On the banks of the Danube, near the dwelling 
of Saiga, there is a band of brigands. They 
Sash their paloshes in the eyes of the Sehobani, 
and the Sehobani allow themeelves to he bound 
without resistance. Their faithful dogs too are 
all killed. But it is against Bacio, the chief of 
the shepherds, that the anger of the robbers 
is chieBf directed. He is seized and bound. 

" Caption Earakatuci Vatachel of five hundred 
Huduci I " cries Bacia, " if you have ever done 
a good action, do one now and unbind my 
iLands." The robber complies, and the captive 
shepherd takes a bricium d'ore from his bosom, 
and the valleys soon resound with its tender and 
appealing notes. 
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The leaves on the trees tremble, and the fish 
come up to the surface of the listening waves of 
the Danube. 

The beautitiil Saiga, the lady of the valley, 
hears the plaintive echoes from afer, and tells 
her mother-in-law that she fears the Schobani 
have lost their horses or mistaken their road, 
and so fallen into the hands of the brigands. 

Elderly mothera-in-law, however, have usually 
no confidence in anything. They are as a rule 
averse to being disturbed ; ahe therefore con- 
siders the question will be best disposed of by 
Saiga going to bed. The Schobani, she says, 
always play those melancholy tunes when they 
tbinV of home. This sensible speech, however, 
is hardly ended when the same sound is heard 
&gam, but stiU more wild and plaintive. 

" Up ! up ! my braves," cries Saiga, refusing 
any further parley with her mother-in-law, " To 
your arms ! and saddle my steed ; I will ride 
with you to the rescue." 

She speaks, and mounting on horseback she 
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rides towards the Danube with her followers 
shouting, whistling, and brandishing their arms 
in the air. 

The brigands, who perceive her approach, take 
hastily to flight ; Saiga pursues them crying — 

" Hold, hold ! whither so fast, Earakatuci 
Vatachel of the five hundred Haiduci ! Wait at 
least to wrestle with me the Luptadr^pta, or to 
parley and handle our arms ; for I have sworn 
that I will teach thee, bold youth, how to bind 
the arms of shepherds, and to steal their flocks." 

Captain Earakatuci Vatachel of the five himdred 
Haiduci however rides on, never daring even 
to turn his eyes. But Saiga follows close after 
him, and at length overtaking him she cuts off 
his head and avenges the Schobani ; thus 
showing what even the feeble arm of a woman 
can do in a just cause. 
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THE MALEDICTION. 



A YOUTH and a maiden are ascending a steep 
mountain. The youth sings gaily, and caresses 
his courser. But the maiden walks wearily by 
his side, ever sighing. 

** Let me mount up behind thee, young lover," 
she pleads gently, " for I am tired ; the road is 
stony and I cannot walk." 

"I would take thee up behind," replies the 
youth, " but I cannot. My charger is small and 
his feet are delicate. He can now hardly bear 
my body and its sins, my harness and my arms." 

" Thy heart is pitiless," answers the girl 
wildly. " Thou hast stolen me from my kindred, 
and now abandon me in this desert ! God grant 
that thou thyself may fall into slavery among the 
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Turks, that thy feet and hands may be shackled 
with irons, that love and remorse may haunt thee 
in thy saddest days, that n^y misery may come 
home to thee, that thy steed may fail thee, that 
thou mayst bite the dtist in shame, that thou 
mayst be nine times wedded and have nine 
sons ; then, that thou mayst marry again^ and 
have a daughter ere one comes to bring thee 
water in thy prison." 

But the youth still rides a-singing on his way.* 

* There is something very naive and Wallack about this 
ballad. 
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RICH AND POOR. 



A LITTLE below the mill there is a small inn, 
and there side by side sit two wayfarers, a rich 
man and poor one. The rich man's heart swells 
with pride as he gives the host a ban to bring 
some wine for his companion. 

The poor man, however, laughs disdainfully, 
and calling the host, he gives him a zlot, and 
proposes in turn to treat his neighbour. 

" Poor wretch ! " cries the rich man, " wouldst 
thou compare thyself with me ? Thou hast not 
even a shirt, while my flocks and herds cover the 
plain. Thou canst not offer wine to me ; we are 
not equals." 

" What matters ? '* answers the poor man. " If 
you have lands and wealth, are not riches like the 
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mountain torrent, which to-day swells and roars 
in the sunshine, but to-morrow is dried up ? 
Hast thou not as many cares as cattle ? for 
wherever the flock is there is the wolf also." 

" Poor wretch ! " replies the rich man ; " I 
would have had pity on thee, but for thy sneer." 

*'And thou Miserable, with all thy wealth," 
answers the poor man. " If thou hast flocks and 
herds, I have banquets of fruits and flowers. 
Thou hast gold in thy kimir (girdle) ; I have a 
palosh in mine, to protect life and honour. 
Thou hast stately halls; I have the wide plain 
with the azure sky all spangled over with gold 
for roof. What it takes thee a whole summer 
to win, I can gain by robbery in a single day. 
What ho ! then, mine host ! Bring wine enough, 
and fear not for the cost. When the poor man 
treats his friends, he pays for the feast with his 
blood!" 



E 
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MIHO THE TOUNG. 

-^—f — 

Upon a narrow path of Mont Barlat stands 
Miho the Young with the air of a peacock. He 
beguiles the silence of the rocks with his flute. 
It is midnight when he mounts his little horse. 
The forest is gloomy, the night dark, and the 
road very rough. The flints flash fire under the 
hoofe of his steed. He passes by, and disap- 
pears in the forest. He breaks away the green 
wood noisfly with his hands, and the rocks 
resound with the crash. He passes, and speaks 
thus to his steed— 

" Up ! up ! my little murgo. Do not leave the 
beaten track, or we shall fall into the chasm. 
Does the saddle gall thee, or the bridle pinch, 
that thou laggest so ?" 
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" Master, the saddle does not gall, or the bridle 
pinch me," answers the murgo. " That which 
irks me is, that I know forty and five brigands 
lurk near here. They are feasting in yonder 
valley, beneath the rock on the borders of the 
forest. They have a stone table, split into fom: 
parts, and inscribed with golden letters like that 
of a hook. Yanousch, the Hungarian, is sitting 
with them : his long beard, grown gray in crimes, 
falls upon his breast, and descends beneath his 
broad belt. He has a keen sword and a hard 
heart. Near him are some bold Hungarian 
youths, who left their parents when hut children. 
They are brave and enterprising ; they have empty 
purses and broad shoulders ; they wear high hats, 
and long hair which falls upon their slioulders. 
Woe to thee and to me if they hear us !" 

" On ! on ! my steed ! and fear not ; for I am 
stout-hearted. Trust to my strong arm, my 
broad chest, and my terrible sword 1" 

The little horse continues his road, and Miho 
speaks again — 
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" On ! on ! my little murgo ! • to yonder 
valley, where the beautiful woods are car- 
peted with green grass, and the wild flowers 
grow." 

But Yanousch, who has risen firom table to 
toast one of his comrades, turns pale ; for he 
hears borne upon the breeze at intervals the 
sound of some one singing. The song is a song 
sung by the braves ; and then come the notes 
of an ivory flute of intoxicating sweetness. He 
rises and addresses his band— 

" Listen, lads, and belt on your swords ; for I 
hear the sound of a flute coming through the 
leaves of the forest. Away ! and stop this min- 
strel beneath yon poplar trees near the bridge. 
If the traveller is a brave, let him go unharmed ; 
but if he is a dastard, spoiled by luxury and 
wantonness, give him a box on the ear, and send 
him about his business." 

The Hungarians go away from the feast to 
wait for Miho, who looks at them contemp- 
tuously, and says — 
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" Brave warriors, he who sent you to waylay 
me desired only to get rid of you." 

He speaks and draws his sword. Some are 
slaiu or wounded, and lie weltering in their 
blood; the rest take to flight. Miho continues 
his way through the trees, and approaches 
Yanousch, the brigand chief. 

" To your lances, my braves !" cries Yanousch. 
" Stiike him down with your lances ! Forwai'd 
with your cai'bines ! " 

" Away with your lances and your carbines !" 
answers the brave. "I am Miho the Young; 
and I only want to play upon my ivory flute," * 

Miho plays upon his flute with an air so 
passionate, but withal so soft and tender, that 

* 11 miglit cot be gaiag too far to saj, tbat the WoUocIih 
one a great port of their uatiooal poetr; to the paasioiiata lore 
of music, and eiquimte sense of the beauties of nature. Indeed, 
I know nothiog more tuuchiug thou the wild simple tonea of 
the shepherds' pipes, oa tliay come down from the mountaina 
with their atniggliiig flocks and hcrda. Nor can 1 wonder that, 
nourished in such scenes aa are to bo found among thair native 
bills, and soothed b; such sounds, they delight io the 
mysterious and Buperuutuml. In giving the character of tije 
Rhepherd, you have dmust that of ttie Wollacliian people. 
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the mountama answer, the eagles gather round, 
the fir-trees wave, the torrents stay their 
murmurs, and the stars sparkle and faint away, 
The Hungarians are enchanted ; and Yanouach, 
changing his tone, invites the minstrel to sapper. 

"Sit down, my brave," he says, "and amuae 
ua during the feast ; afterwards we will wrestle 
together." 

They sit down to table, making merry and 
drinking toasts ; but after the repast Milio the 
Moldavian and Yanousch the Hungarian begin to 
wrestle, the Hungarians watching keenly every 
turn of the straggle. The combatants press 
their chests and knees together, and writhe and 
grapple with each other like two lions. Bat at 
last Miho seizes Yanousch in hia arma and 
throwa him to the ground; then placing him 
upon his knees, draws the terrible sword, and 
cuts the robber's head off. 

The Hungarians are silent with amazement. 
Miho throwa down his sword, and says to 
them — 
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" Whoever among you is strong enough to lift 
my sword as it lies there may follow me, and I 
will be his chief." 

The Hungarians try to raise the sword, but in 
vain. 

Then Miho says to them contemptuously — 

" Leave the woods, my lads, and return again 
to the plough. You will make better husband- 
men than robbers." 

After which he picks up the sword, mounts 
his horse, and rides away, making the woods 
musical with the tones of his ivory flute, so 
tender and passionate.^ 



« 



* I have g^ven this ballad and the followmg a translation 
almost word for word, that the reader may see something more 
of the style than in the others. 
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THE RING AND THE HANDKERCHIEF. 



He was the son of a king, young and strong 
as the fir-tree of the rocks. He had wedded a 
young maiden, a daughter of the people, loved 
by all who looked upon her. She was fair as 
the flower of the field, or as the first beams of 
the morning. 

And when the Prince was called away to the 
wars, he said to her, " My dear wife, take this 
little ring, and wear it for my sake. If it turns 
black thou wilt know that I am dead." 

"My dear husband," answered his bride, 
" take thou also this handkerchief, embroidered 
over with gold ; if the gold wears away thou wilt 
know that I am dead." 

He mounts upon his courser, and rides away 
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to the war ; but halt3 upon the way and reposes 
beneath the shadow of the trees. There he 
gazes upon the handkerchief which his wife had 
given hi in ; his heart beats wildly. " Wait for 
me here, my dear and gallant comrades. I have 
forgotten my trusty sword," says the Prince. 
He speaks and retraces his steps; but on the 
road he meets a page on horseback. " Welcome ! 
my brave lad ! what news ? Whence comest 
thou ? " asks the Prince eagerly. 

" My lord, tlie tidings I bring may be glad to 
others, but not to thee ; thy sire has cast thy 
bride into the river." 

At the words of the page tears come into the 
young Prince's eyes. " Take my steed, hoy, and 
lead it to my sire. If he asks thee what has 
become of me, say that I plunged into the river 
to seek my beloved wife." 

The King causes the bed of ttie river to be 
dried up ; they find his two children stretched 
upon the sands— hia children, with their golden 
hair and rosy cheeks ! 



58 THE RING AND THE HANDKERCHIEF. 

They are borne to the church and buried 
there. The young Prince is buried beneath the 
altar, and towards the east ; and his bride in the 
aisle, towards the west. Over the tomb of 
the youth there grows a yew-tree which over- 
shadows the church ; and the tomb of his bride 
is festooned with the tender shoots of the vine 
which spread and mingle with the branches of 
the beloved yew-tree. 
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GRUE GROSAVUL. 



Near JalpSn, on the banks of the Neister, is a 
mountain whoae summit reached the heavens. 
It 13 inhabited by the Smtioe and the Zemoe ; 
but upon it is encamped an army, whose tents 
spread far and wide. Above all the rest rises a 
tent made of carpets of many colours ; it has 
silken cords and silver pegs to fasten them. It 
is 80 magniflcent that it might be the tent of a 
queen from a far country. 

There lays Ghii-ai, the aged Khan of the 
Tartars ; his dress is simple, and his only weapon 
a handjar, mounted with precious stones. Around 
him are a band of small-eyed Tartars; they are 
kneeling before tlie Khan upon a soft carpet ; 
but at the door of the tent is a Eouman, with his 
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arms bound; it is Gme Grosavul. Two Tartars 
are preparing a stake to impale liim ; two others 
loading him with taunts and insults ; bnt Grae 
is singing joyously. 

The Tartar women also, the mazaques, or 
wives of the chiefs of the army, appear before 
the Khan, and thus address him, "Avenge us, 
Khan, upon this man Gnie, for he has slain 
many of our people; he has made their wives 
widows, and their daughters orphans; he has 
devastated the Boujak and half of the Crimea." 
So the Khan draws his sword, and says to GruS 
in a terrible voice, " Grue ! — renowned, brave ! — 
hope no mercy from me ; bnt tell me hast thou 
indeed slain many Tartars ? " Grue answers 
tauntingly, " Venerable Lord Klian, leave thy 
sword in thy belt, fori am a Rotimun, and cannot 
quake before a pagan. I care not for thy mercy, 
but I will tell the truth. I have killed a great 
many Tartars since I invaded the Boujak. I have 
made many widows, and your maidens have wept 
themselves old because of me. "When I passed 
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the Pruth I had a bridge made to cany home 
my riches, and mj chariots were laden with 
young women {mursaques}. But put up thy 
sword, my venerable Lord Khan ; let me die as a 
Christian, not as a pagan. Let me confess to a 
Christian priest, for I am a great sinner, I 
defiled thy slater; I slew thy mother; and I cut 
off thy brother's head." 

The Khan forgot his sword as he gazed on 
the terrible captain, and commanded a guard of 
fifty strong men to accompany Grue to a con- 
fessor. ^Vliile the Tartars are conducting him 
thither he makes the sign of the cross, and, 
calling on God for help, he springs upon the 
Tartars. He soon makes himself master of a 
Bword, and fights like an angry lion. The 
Tartais take to flight. 

Grue now goes into the stables of. the Khan; 
at the door he meets a black horse, ready ca* 
parisoued, who has never seen the sun. He 
springs upon this horse, and embraces it ; thus 
mounted he appears before the Khan, green and 
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THE SUN AND THE MOON. 



For nine long years the bright sun has been 
seeking for a bride, and nine coursers have 
grown weary with the fatigue of his journeys ; 
for he has travelled through earth and air with 
the speed of an arrow or the wind. He has 
tired his steeds, but he has not found a mate. 
The only maiden who has met with favour in his 
sight is his sister Ilena Cozinzena. 

" Be my bride, sweet sister Hena Cozinzena," 
pleads the brilliant Day God ; " our hair is of 
the same golden hue, and we are equally beau- 
tiful. I am the brighter, but thou the gentler ; 
mine eyes are the most ardent, but thine are the 
most soft." 

" bright and spotless brother," answers 
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Ilena Cozinzena, mournfully; "a brother and a 
sister may not marry, for it would be a sin!" 

The Sun darkens at tbeae words, and ad- 
dresses himself to God, praying that he may 
marry his sister Ilena Cozinzena, since in earth 
or air there is no maiden so beautiful. 

The ajigry Deity motions him to follow, and 
leads bim through hell and paradise; through 
the one to frighten the Sun, and through the 
other to delight him. He then bids him choose 
between them. 

And the Sun shining brightly answers — 
" Better hell than that I should wander for ever 
lonely through the world ! Yes, even hell witli 
Ilena Cozinzena." 

Then the Sun returns to his betrothed, and 
places a crown of gold upon her brow; the 
crown of a queen. He gives her also a robe 
made of precious stones of as many colours as 
the rainbow, and then leads her reheUiously 
to the altar. 

But there the lamps go out, and the walla of 
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the temple shake and tremble. The priests are 
struck dumb and their sacred robes fall off. 
The beautiful bride, horror stricken, sees an iron 
hand descend from the heavens ; it seizes and 
casts her into the sea. 

Then the Sun grows pale, and rising into the 
air, he seta towards the west, descending into the 
waters, where his bride has disappeared. 

But the offended Deity stretches forth his 
hand over the sea, and changing Ilena Cozinzena 
into a golden sphere, she becomes the Moon. 
An awful voice is then heard in the heavens, 
pronouncing the doom of the disobedient. 
" Thon Hena Cozinzena, and thou bright and 
spotless Sun ! Ye shall gaze npon each other 
from afar, and follow each other through illi- 
mitable space for evermore, drawing nearer 



Upon his tlirone of gold is seated Stefan, the 
famous Domn of Moldavia. The hall is filled 
with rich and brave Boyars, and with Hetmans 
and Vestiars. Suddenly a ray of light seems to 
gleam upon the asaembly, but it does not proceed 
from the sun or the stars : it is Bogdan, the 
yotmg Prince who is kneeUng before his aged aire. 

" Grant me, O my father," says the Prince, 
" permission to wed with the maiden I love ! 
She is not the daughter of a king, but of a 
wealthy renegade ; yet she is beautiful as a star, 
gentle aa a bird, modest as a flower," 

Stefan gives Bogdan his benediction and em- 
braces him. The yoimg Prince then departs 
for the house of his bride, accompanied by an 
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escort of fifty brave and handsome youths. 
When they arrive there, however, the maiden's 
&ther closes the gates upon them and announces, 
"that whoever is to be his aon-in-law must 
spring over the wall and open the gate for 
himself; that the renegade may judge of the 
strength and ability of his future kinsman." 
■ The young Prince springs over the wall and 
opens the gate. 

The renegade twirls his moustache with great 
satisfaction at this feat, but being naturally a 
man of a doubting character, he introduces the 
Prince to three young ladies all exactly re- 
Bembling each other and equally beautlM. 
They are like three flowers on one stem. The 
Prince gazes upon tbem, and his eyes sparkle. 
But the renegade, resolving to prove the Prince's 
discernment thoroughly, before admitting him 
into bis family, baa another trial in store, and 
says that bis future son-in-law must recognise 
his bride before he will be allowed to marry her. 

Then Bogdan after a little reflection, bethinks 
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h\m of a notable plan to get out of his embarrass- 
ment. He takes the ring from his finger and 
throwing it haiightily down on the carpet, says, 
he has a sabre which can cut off young ladiea' 
heads ; but, that whoever will overlook this 
circumstance and take him as he is, may pick up 
the ring. His bride, the youngeat of the sisters, 
meantime recognising him, she kneels down on 
the carpet and picks up the ring ; though her eyes 
are blinded with tears, and she looka like a lily 
overcharged with dew and bending in the breeze. 
When she has meekly placed the ring upon 
her finger, Bogdan kisses her forehead, and the 
trial of his skill being now considered satis- 
factory, the Prince and his Coins lead the young 
lady to the altar. There is a magnificent 
wedding procession; the Doins being followed 
by their ladies, who look like a moving flower 
garden ; while wild bands, handsome young 
cavaliers, whirl their managed cotirsers round 
and round in fantastic evolutions, discharging 
their fire-arms in the air. 
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THE TAKTAK. 



" Tartar, rein in thy steed ! Hold fast thy 
bridle, Tartar! Tartar, try not to pass the river; 
or, by the cross of my father there shall remain 
no vestige of thee or of thy steed, Tartar ! " 

^^ ^* ^^ '^ ^^ ^^* 

" Tartar ! where is now thy sword, and where 
thy gallant steed ? Where is thy pride, Tartar ? 
I warned thee not to pass the river ; and now 
the crow is feeding on thy bosom, Tartar ! " 
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CONSTANDIN BRANCOVANO. 

" To arms ! my Braves, to arms ! Gird ou 
yotir swords, and seize your trustiest spears, for 
a pasha is bearing down upon us with his pagan 
army." 

So cries Brancovano ; but he has hardly 
spoken, when the Turkish hordes appear in 
sight, and after an obstinate battle he ajid his 
three sons are taken prisoners. They are put 
on board a vessel and cai'ried to a fortress by the 



"Constandin Brancovano," says the pasha; 
" if thou wouldst save the lives of thy children, 
thou must become a Turk." 

" Pagan infidel," replies tlie Christian prince 
disdainfully. " Thou mayst murder my children, 
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but I will not abandon my faith. Do with ua 
aa thou wilt." 

The paaha grows paie with rage, and sends for 
two black executioners. They choose the eldest 
of the children, a fair-haired delicate boy, and 
place birn upon a chair. After his eyes, which 
are wet with tears, have been bandaged, he ia 
beheaded. 

A deep sigh breaks from the stem heart of 
the bereaved father, but he only says, "Lord, 
thy will be done." 

The executioners then take his second child, 
whose golden hair curls in clusters over his Uttle 
forehead, and whose large blue eyes are swollen 
with crying. He ia beheaded also. 

Brancovano sighs again, and his pale lips 
repeat the same pious ejaculation as before. 
The pasha is moved by auch fortitudej and his 
heart feels a momentary pity. " Thou hadst three 
childi'en, Brancovano," saya the pasha, pausing 
a moment in his bloody work, " thou hast lost 
two, but — save the third." 
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" God is great," answers the broken-hearted 
father. " I was bom a Rouman and a Christian ; 
so will I die," Then, turning to bis sole remain- 
ing son, he says : " And thou, my little child, 
do not weep, lest thou shouldst unman me ; but 
die in the true faith, and thou shalt inherit the 
skies." The pasha then makes the fatal sign, 
and the third child is placed on a chair and 
beheaded also. 

"Thy will be done, Lord!" ejaculates Bran- 
covano once again, and then everything grows 
dark to bis eyes ; his heart is breaking, 

" May my curse light upon you, Turks," 
be cries at last, in his anguish, " for having 
murdered my children. May you be yet swept 
from the eaiih like clouds before the wind. May 
you lie unburied, and have no child to close your 
eyes." 

Brancovano falls also beneath the same sword 
as his children, while the Turks surround bitn 
and ask tauntingly, " where are bis children." 

*' Turks and Tartars, wicked race ! " now 
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exclaims the author, unable any longer to sup- 
press his indignation at these proceedings. . " Ye 
may also some day murder me, but the world 
shall nevertheless learn that Constandin Bran- 
covano died like a hero and a Bouman." 
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SERB SERAC. 



In the streets of the city of Stamboul wanders 
Serb Serae. He is young and handsome, but so 
poor that bis equal in poverty is not to be found 
anywhere. These are good times, however, for 
handsome adventurers, and a fair face is always 
a fortune. He is mounted upon a noble courser, 
and he wanders first to the right and then to the 
left ; taking now one street and now another ; 
while his horse neighs so loudly, that the Turks 
perceiving it is one of the famous breed of the 
Boujak, offer the rider its weight in gold to sell 
it. Serb Serac answers "that he will not sell 
his horse, because it is swift and beautiful, and 
shaped like a little Zmeu." 

Meantime the Sultan's niece, who is daughter 
to the Khan of Tartary, chances to see Serb 
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Serac riding upon his noble horse, ^hile looking 
through the rafas of her lattice. She falls in 
love with the hiuidBonie cavalier, and telling him 
so with chamiing naivete, bids hitn come beneath 
her window. There she gives him enough inzluci 
{Turkish money), to have his horse shod with 
silver, that he may go the swifter. She tells him 
also that to-day being Wednesday, to-morrow is 
Thursday, when the Turks lide a race for the 
Halca, at Haida Fasha. He who wins the prize 
is to be her husband. 

Serb Serac assures her of his devotion, and 
promises to ride swift aa the storm, if she will 
only repeat that she loves him. 

The daughter of the Khan of Tartary replies 
with the same unembarrassed ftankness as before, 
"that she loves the stranger horseman dearly, 
but that she fears he will be outridden by the 
Cuzlar Agassi, or Chief of the Eunuchs. The 
Cuzlar Agassi is a black man, with thick lips, 
who has a steed restless as quicksilver, and 
which has never seen the sun." 
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The Serviaii, who has not very correct ideas as 
to the rights of property, immediately asks where 
this horse is kept. 

"Alas\" replies the lady, despondingly, "it 
is kept in an obscure cavern underground." 

" With what is the horse fed ? " asks Serb Serac, 
after a little reflection ; perhaps be may be able 
to poison it. 

" With the enchanted trifoi, gathered on the 
plains of Boujak," again returns the Khan of 
Tartary's daughter. 

"What does he give the horse to drink 
now?" asks the Servian, whose resources appear 
inexhaustible. 

" Mare's milk ! " replies the Princess, sadly, 
" and much I fear, that if the Cuzlar Agassi rides 
in the race, he will claim my hand." 

" Fear not ! " says the Servian, regaining his 
courage. " There is no horse equal to mine ; 
I catch all I pursue, I pass by even the birds in 
their flight." 

" So Wednesday passes, and Thursday comes," 
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observes the poet, endeavouring by this simple 
art to prolong the interest of liia narrative. It 
is the race-day, and every one is flocking to 
Haidar Pasha. Therej in the shadow of some 
far- spreading trees is the Sultan, surrounded by 
ft brilliant court. His highness strokes his black 
beard, and watches every movement of the riders, 
among whom is his future kinsman, 

"Allah!" ejaculates the poet, "what swift 
steeds from Tartary. Allah ! what beautiful 
Arabians, whose feet move like the wings of 
eagles in the air." The excitement grows 
intense; but the black Cuzlar Agassi surpasses 
all the rest. Woe, woe to the niece of the 
Sultan, the daughter of the King of Tartary. 
Just at this crisis, however, Serb Serac appears 
upon his Boujak steed ; he passes by the Cuzlar 
Agassi, and distances him easily. 

Still the wUy negro is not easily disposed of; 
he tries the subtle craft of his race ; and, per- 
ceiving that Serb Serac's horse is shod with 
silver, he calls to him that one of the precious 
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shoes has fallen off; at the same time he pays 
the Servian a compliment on hia bright eyes. The 
trick is aucceSBful. When was youth a match 
for age in wiles ? Serb Serac draws rein, and, 
examining the feet of his murgo, finds that he has 
been deceived. He mounts with the speed of a 
lion's spring, and urges on his horse ; every time 
he strikes the murgo springs a length of seven 
stangin; at this pace he soon comes side by side 
with the Cuzlar Aga. They are stirrup to stirrup, 
saddle to saddle, and rein to rein. Serb Serac 
then strikes the negi'o, and he falls to the gi'ound 
like a felled-tree. A notable lesson for all deceivers. 

The Servian now gallops on his course ; and, 
seizing tlie Halca, returns and presents it to the 
Sultan. 

The daughter of the Khan of Tartary is watch- 
ing the return of her lover anxiously, and seated 
in the highest bower of the garden ; but when he 
is conducted to the seraglio, and the maiden is 
led out to meet him, she casts down her eyes. 

Such is woman ! 
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THE EOSE AND THE SUN. 



It ia early morning, and a young Princess 
comes down into her garden to bathe in the 
silver waves of the sea. The transparent white- 
ness of her complexion is seen through the 
slight veil which covers it, and shines through 
the blue waves like the morning star in an 
azure sky. 

She springs into the sea, and mingles with the 
silvery rays of the sun, which sparkle on the 
dimples of the laughing waves, 

The Sun stands still to gaze upon her; he 
covers her with kisses, and forgets his duty. 
Once, twice, thrice has the Night advanced to 
take her scepti-e and reign over the world. 
Thrice has she found the Sun upon ter way. 
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Since that day the Lord of the Universe has 
changed the princess into a rose ; and this is 
why the rose always hangs her head, and blushes 
when the Sun gazes on her. 
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VIDRA. 

YiDBA, the Catonitza, is wandering through 
the forest ; with her go a band of twelve musi- 
cians and three horses laden with sacks of gold. 
Beside her is Stoen Soimu, the false priest, with 
his potcop falling over his ears ; he has quitted 
his holy calling to become a brigand. Vidra 
and the priest walk on in the moonlight, 
embracing each other, while the mountains 
ring to the music of the band. So the day 
passes. 

The next morning Stoen washes his face and 
combs his black hair, after which he bids Vidra 
make some colaks* for his braves, and then 
proposes to set out in the costiga with two 

* Cakes. 



oxen to see their parents, who Uve beyond the 

They depart at daybreak on this expedition, 
and Stoen urges the oxen upon the road with 
inconsiderate speed ; they groan with pain and 
weariness ; the costiga creaks ominously ; but 
they still push on, and at noonday tljey diae 
upon the grass beneath the shadow of some 
spreading trees. Vidi'a prepares the feast, 
thinking of nothing beyond the enjoyment' of 
the hour as it flies. 

Suddenly Stoen remembers that Vidra has 
never sung to him since their marriage, and he Irida 
her sing one of the songs the brigands love best ; 
he says it will make him young again to hear her. 
, " StoSn, ask it not," replies Vidra. " If I sing 
a robber song in the soft voice of a woman, the 
waters wiU grow troubled; the fir-trees vrill 
bend; the mountains tremble; and the echoes 
will carry my song to the Paunas of the moan- 
tains. The lover of all women and maidens — 
the brave of braves — will hear me." 
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again/' answers the Catonitza bravely, " that I 
love a man who can fight without the aid of a 
woman." 

Stoen then bids her prepare for death. 

He now proceeds alone to the house of his 
mother-in-law, who asks him for her daughter. 

" She is yonder in the fields,** answers Stoen; 
but he has scarcely spoken when he falls down 
dead. 
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THE MAID OF COSIA. 

The foe are flying, for their chieftain is sIeuii, 
and the EoumanB, intoxicated with victory, 
repose heneath their tents. All gather round a 
young man of gentle mien, who has performed 
prodigies of valour. 

" Behold ! " cry the fierce warriors of Thepe8ch 
the Duke. " Behold, O Domn ! the young 
captain, who slew the" chief of our foes and so 
won the victory." 

The Duke of the "Wallacha receives the young 
cbieftun warmly. He embraces, and places him 
on his right hand. 

" Will'st thou gold or titles ?" asks the duke. 
" Thou shalt have all thou canst desire." 

" I wish for neither gold nor titles, Domo," 
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answers the young captain proudly. " I came 
to fight against the enemiea of my country, not 
ia the vile hope of gaining riches." 

Then says the Duke, " Thou art young and 
handsome; I will give you the hand of my 
daughter in marriage." 

, The young captain replies archly, that the 
Duke's daughter is indeed modest and beau- 
tiful, hut that she must find another huahand. 
As he speaks he raises his ghttering helmet, and 
as its plume of -white and suai-let sweeps the 
ground, long golden locks fall down to the young 
warrior's shoulders. The hraves around are 
enchanted, and a young virgin beautiful as 
happiness stands confessed before them. 

But the Duke's son is more than all captivated. 
" List young and gentle girl," pleads the Prince, 
" If thou wilt be my bride, I swear to live and 
die for thee only." 

At these words the young maid blushes, like a 
rose in early summer. She then inclines her 
head, and shading her dark blue eyes with their 
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golden lashes, she answers — "If thou wouldst 
win me for a bride, sir Knight, thou must live 
and die for thy country." 
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The Coucou, — ^Pretty Dove, sweet little bird, 
wilt thou be my love ? 

The Dove. — I would love thee indeed for 
thine own saJke, but I cannot because of thy 
mother. She is jealous. If I were to love thee 
she would say that I loved thee too much, and 
scold when I caressed thee. 

The Coucou. — ^Do not be so cruel, pretty Dove. 
Be, oh be my bride ! 

The Dove. — ^Nay ! I will not even listen to 
thee. Leave me alone, for to escape thy kisses 
I will take the form of a reed ! 

The Coucou. — Whatever form thou takest, yet 
I will not leave thee. If thou shouldst become 
a reed, I will turn into a shepherd, and come to 
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look for thee near the waters of tlie lake. I 
will take thee for a fiute, and thus cover thee 
ever with my burning kisses. 

The Dove. — Nay, I will not listen to thee, my 
little Coucou, my bird with the pretty speckled 
plumage. I tell thee again, I could love thee 
were it not for thy mother ; but to escape thy 
kisses, I will take the form of a saint's image 
in some quiet churcb. 

The Coucou. — Whatever form thou takest, I 
will follow thee ever ! I will change into a 
demure little man, properly bigoted and hypo- 
critical, and I will come into thy church. There 
I will pray to thee, and cover thee ever with my 
kisses and tears ; and thou shalt not escape from 
me, my little Dove.* 

' This appears to be o, fragment, though tliere is enough to 
thoirtluit lovsn ore as wilful, and mothers-m-law ub redoubtable 
in WaUacbia as cisetchero. 
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BALAURUL THE SERPENT. 



I HAVE seen the pride of the fields ; it was 
by the road side, near the town of Paromb* But 
it was not a flower ; it was the green eye of the 
Balaur, which should be neither seen nor 
dreamed of. 

He had devoured the half of a young man 
well armed, and the youth cried, "Help me, 
brave traveller, or the serpent will swallow 
me. 

A beautiful youth on a black courser, who is 

seen coming along the road, prepares to rescue 

him. But the serpent addresses him thus : 

* "Begone, thou rogue of a horseman, if thou 

wilt not share the same fate as thy countryman!" 

"Serpent," replied the cavalier, "if you 
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swallow up my poor brother I will cut off 
your head." 

" Cut it off or not," answered the Balaur, " I 
wiU not give up this man ; his mother gave him 
to me when she rocked him as an infant in his 
cradle, and said that the serpent should take 
him if he did not sleep quietly."* 

But the cavalier drew his sword and killed 
the serpent. He saved the youth and carried 
him to a cottage* There he bathed him in milk. 
So the youth and the cavalier dwelt together for 
ever afterwards, and passed their lives in killing 
serpents. 

* There seems to be a hidden political meaniog in this. 
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THE BANQUET. 



The warriors sleep beneath their texit8» and 
the moon like a sphere, of gold rises slowly over 
the mountain. Michai the brave, however, is 
seated upon a lofty rock, feasting with his 
captains. But his heart is not there, and h^ 
alone covers his face with his august hands, in 
deep thought. 

Life passes away like the waters of a laughing 
rivulet, when kind Hope but smiles upon us. So 
the hours winged their pleasant flight away, and 
dark care kept far from the revellers. 

The moonlight falls in a silver flood upon their 
figures, and the south wind toys with their long 
hair. The goblets of gold are filled with the 
generous vine of Catnari, and the captains drink 
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to the health of their chief. Michai the brave 
rises : — 

" Drink not life and health to me," answers 
the famous chieftain, sadly, "for it is death that 
I wish to you ! Life without freedom is a day 
without the sun ; a night without a star. Those 
who would live on beneath the yoke of a tyrant 
merit their chains. Their souls are as base as 
their destiny. But the Eouman loves not fields 
without flowers, and days without festivals. Cut 
the wings of the eagle so that he cannot fly, and 
he will disdain to live. 

" So is the Eouman. So let us be. We will 
never bow our heads tamely beneath the yoke of 
a barbarian. Let us drink then to death, not to 
life ; to the death of the patriot, . Hot to the 
health of the slave." 
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MICHAI SAVING THE STANDARD, 



Night descends upon the world, and pearls 
are falling from her eyes upon the flowers of 
the field. 

Well may the Night weep, for a hero, the last 
warrior who still lives of the Wallachian army, 
defends himself, single-handed, in the valley. 

He is alone ; Death cradles with his fleshless 
hand the braves who have fallen into the sleep 
of the tomb. 

The warrior, imable to make head against his 
foes, presses the standard to his heart, and his 
fiery courser springs over every barrier and flies 
with him through the gloom, like a pale phantom, 
carried away by the winds. 

His courser flies towards the banks of the 
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Moresch, the Hungarian cavaliers following close 
upon him ; while the moon, as she sits behind 
the mountain, gives him a parting smile to light 
him on his way. 

The Wallach hero arrives upon the banks of 
the river, sund steed and rider spring together into 
the roaring tide. The Hungarian cavaliers draw 
rein, afErighted. Those who brave the river sink, 
and re-appear no more; 

MichaJL crosses the water safely, and then un- 
bridling his steed, embraces him, and exclaims : 
" Away ! thou art free for evermore." 



n 
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MIHNEA DOMNU AND RUDOLPH 
CALOFIRESCO. 



Fab away in the capital of Wallachia, the 
greatest of the Boyards are feasting with their 
Prince. 

But who is that sitting at the bottom of the 
table. It is the Prince Mihn6a, and on his right 
hand are the two brothers Bouzesci, and the 
three brothers Caplesci. They are the most 
famous of his warriors, and the terror of the 
foe. During the banquet they compliment the 
Prince. 

Rudolph Calofiresco, in hot haste, kneels 
before the Prince, disturbing the banquet. He 
is accompanied by his squire Ned6a, who is his 
bosom friend and counseUor. 



MIHkSa DOMNU and EnOOLPH CALOPIEESCO. 



"Prince," exclaims Kudolph, "I wish you long 
and happy years and many victories. But 
knowst not, my lord, that the Tartars have 
ravaged my lands, and carried away my children, 
my mother, and my young wife ? 

" Give me the brothers Buzesci and Caplesci 
to ride with me, and deliver my family from 
captivity." 

Mihn6a listens to him attentively, and then 
answers : — " Rudolph, thou art but a craven to 
seek help ; yet, wait tUl we have feasted and 
slept ; when we awoke we will attend to thee." 

Rudolph bites his lips, and tumH pale. 

" It will be too late, my lord," he answers ; 
and then, mounting his horse, he departs with 
his squire Nedi^a, and after three days' journey 
he encounters the Tartars. 

" Listen to me, master," says the squire ; 
"let us think no more of lauds or lordship, but 
only how to act as brave men. Let us pray to 
God for aid. Thou take to the right, I to the left ; 
he who escapes thy sword wiU fall by mine." 
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They fight with the Tartars from morning to 
night, single-handed, and entirely destroy them ; 
but Badolph does not find his mother. Looking 
afar, however, he sees a large and elegant tent, 
and there is hia mother struggling in the arms 
of a Tartar. He hastens to the tent, kills the 
Tartar, and delivers his mother. 

When he has placed hia mother in safety, the 
Brothers Buzesci and the three Caplesci arrive. 

" Good morrow, brothers ; what wind blows 
you hither ? " asks the victorious knight sar- 
castically. "We are come to break a lance with 
thee, and divert ourselves," reply the brothers. 
They tilt on horseback, their squii-es looking on, 
and at the first onset the lances are shattered ; 
they then draw their swords, and continue the 
sport. 

But when Eudolph has his back turned all 
five rush upon him and cut off his head. They 
put his head on a salver and present it to 
Prince Mihnea, with the false accusation that if 
fiudolph had still lived he would have usurped 
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the throne. They then ask for his children as 
slaves;* they have hardly spoken, however, 
when the mother of Rudolph appears with his 
faithful squire, and they both kneel before the 
prince, calling loudly for justice on the un- 
knightly murderers. And, " O Prince ! " says 
the mother of the slain chief, " Rudolph was thy 
brother ! I gave birth to him ; thy father was 
my lover." 

The prince sighs, kissing the hand of the 
venerable dame. He does justice to her, by 
executing the assassins of her son. 

* There are still slaves in the East. 
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The enemy have invaded the country of the 
Boumans ; but the Duke does not lose courage, 
and hastens to meet them with a little army of 
braves. It is not in the hope of saving his 
country that he raises his standard and rides 
to the battle; he goes to fulfil a sacred duty. 

Where are now the grand old times, when all 
knew how to die for duty? 

He rides through the daylight and the dark- 
ness* mounted upon a wHd courser, and the 
rising sim caresses his hair, white as the snow 
on the Carpathians. 

"My children," then says Mircea to his 
braves, " God has preserved my life until this 

♦ Twilight 
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day that I might die like a hero. What is the 
life of one man to the life of a people ? It is 
as one flower to the springtime, as an hour to 
eternity. They say that the proud eagle of the 
rocks when hemmed in by the hunters will kill 
the young ones in his nest rather than see them 
captured. So, like the eagle of the rocks, I 
would rather see my children die than live in 
slavery ! " 

Oh ! when will the grand old time return when 
a Bouman will choose a glorious death instead of 
the life of a slave ? 
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MICHAI THE BRAVE AND THE 
EXECUTIONER. 



It is the hour when the butterfly spreads his 
wing bathed in dew, and springing from his bed 
of flowers flies on a sunbeam towards the skies. 

Michai is kneeling before the Executioner, 
The first rays of the daylight fall broken upon 
his long hair. Near him is his daughter Florica. 
She trembles like a dew-drop in the rays of the 
sun, and her lovely eyes shine beneath their long 
lashes, like two stars on the bosom of a cloud. 

" Why dost thou weep, my daughter ? " asks 
Michai, with a noble reproach. " I die for my 
country, and for the faith of my fathers. Is not 
such a death as this honourable enough ? Thou 
shouldst rejoice at it, and deck the tresses of thy 
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hair with flowers^ He who dies for his country 
should look upon the day of his death as a 
festival." 

" On thy knees ! " cries the pale Executioner. 
" The axe is raised above thy head, and it must 
fall." 

Michai gives the word. He looks steadily at 
the Executioner. The people murmur. Falls 
the axe ? No ! the blow is not yet struck. The 
headsman trembles, and kneels at the feet of 
MichaJL, fascinated. 

The people press round; they break the 
chains of their hero, and Michai is carried 
home by them in triumph. And the young 
maidens dress their long hair with flowers, and 
every child in Boumania repeats the brave 
words of Michai : 

"He who dies for his country should look 
upon the day of his death as a festival." 
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SIRTE-MAKGARITE.* 



Deep in a valley fragrant with flowers are two 
beautiful maidens. They are sisters, and are 
spinning a silken web under the shifting 
shadow of some lime trees. The king's son 
rides by with a gallant train, and the sisters 
accost him. 

" Prince," says the eldest, " choose me for thy 
Queen, and I will bring thee a field full of fine 
pearls." But the second promises that she will 
make him the father of two young princes with 
long golden hair, each fair as a flower. And 
the Prince replies gallantly, that if she will 

* A charming child's story ; but, from the repetitions in the 
original, rather tedious. It is almost the only one which I have 
ventured to curtail and very slightly to retouch. 
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promiae Iiitti two sons with hair as beautiful 
as her own that Bhe shall become hie Queen. 

Nine moons have scarcely shone over the 
valley when the Queen keeps her word, and two 
young princes are born, each with long golden 
hair and fair as the day. 

But the eldest sister, who was very angry that 
her sister should have become Queen instead of 
her, resolves to be avenged, and changes the 
two beautiful young princes for two ugly black 
children, which she places in their cradle instead. 
Then she takes the young piinces, who were fair 
as the day, and vrickedly buries them alive in 
the garden. She then goes to the King, and 
tells bini that the Queen has not kept her 
promise, and shows him the httle negroes. 

" Then," says the King, in a terrible voice, 
"if this be really true, you shall be my 
Queen, and your sister shall be shut up in a 
dungeon." 

Suddenly among the flowers of the garden 
there spring up two enchanted Fir Trees ; and 
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when the Evening dresses Iier dark haii* with 
golden flowers to enamour the world, the en- 
chanted Fu" Trees be^n to ask each other if 
they aleep; and both answer that they cannot 
rest while their mamma is weeping in her lonely 



The captive Queen answers them from her 
prison, and says that if she could kiss them 
once more she could forget even the galling 
weight of her chains. 

The Fir Trees tell the Poor Queen how much 
they love her, and that her troubles break their 
hearts; which solaces her very much. 

Meantime the Wicked Queen awakes and 
listens ; and trembling for fear lest any one else 
should hear them, she tells the King proudly, 
that if he does not have those two talking Fir 
Trees cut down in the morning she will leave 
him. Accordingly the young trees are felled 
and thrown into the fire ; when immediately two 
bright sparks fly out, and fall far away among 
the flowers. 
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They are tbe two princes, who have again 
escaped, and who are determined to bring the 
crimes of their wicked aunt to Kght, and punish 
her, as all naughty people are punished, some 
time or other. 

Some time after the Fir Trees have been cut 
down there is a gi'eat festival at Court. The 
King's palace is brilliantly iUuminated, and there 
is a great " claca " * assembled to string pearls 
for the Queen. Among all the fair maidens and 
handsome youths who arrive, there are none 
who attract so mucli attention as two beautifal 
children with golden hair, and who appear to be 
brothers. 

The company being assembled, each of them 
begins to string peai-ls from a basket, which 
is placed before each of them. While thus 

' The word " claca" hero rfgniSes a specieH of afiSBmbly vory 
popular in Wallschio. If an; famll; has Home particular work 
to do oo any particular account, if a relative is aatting out for a 
long jonroej, or what not, they invite the neighbourhood to 
come and work for them. When the nork ia completed, there 
JB high glee, singing and dancing, and etory-telling. The tvord 
claca has bIbo another meaning. 
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employed every body who kiiows a pretty story 
is asked to tell it. 

When it cornea to the turn of the two beautiful 
children, who are of course the King's sons, they 
relate the sad story of the imprisoned Queen, 
their mother. They tell how two sisters 
were seated together spinning silk, when a 
gallant cavalier rode by, and how both wanted 
to become his Queen; but that he chose the 
youngest. As they spealj they bid their pearls 
continue to string themselves, that no time may 
be lost ; and then they go on to tell the rest of 
the melancholy events that have befallen them ; 
and as while they speak the pearls continue to 
string themselves in a miraculous manner, the 
King is convinced of the truth of their story, and 
acknowledges them as his sons in presence 
of the whole Court. The Queen, their mother, 
is taken out of priBon, and beautifully dressed 
in gold and jewels, with a crown upon her head ; 
while her wicked sister is tied to wild horses, and 
torn to pieces. 
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MIORA. 

Down into a laughing valley uear Uie Gai-den 
of Eden tliree shepherds descended with their 
flocks and herds. One was a Moldavian, another 
a Vrancian, and the third a Hongoura, And the 
Hongoura and the Vrancian plotted together to 
murder their companion the Moldavian, and 
inherit his flocks j for he was richer in lamhs 
and in goats, as well as in the faithful dogs 
that guard them. They agreed to kill him at the 
soft hour of twihght. 

Bat the httle lamhkin, Miora, with her silvery 
fleece, who had refused all food for three days, 
attracted the attention of her shepherd. 

" My little Miora, la6 boulaca^ ! Three whole 
days have passed, and the sweet grass tempts 
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tliee not, and (Jiy pretty head is bowed down 
sadly. Art thou ill, Miora — my pretty, gentle, 
little Miora?" 

" Dear shepherd and master," replies the little 
lambkin, " take thy flocks, and go with them 
deep into yonder forest ; take also thy tmatiest 
honnds ; for at sunset thy comrades have 
arranged to kill thee ! " 

" Little lambkin with the silver fleece," 
replies the sliepherd, "if thou art indeed a 
prophetess, and I must die at sunset in this 
smiling valley, thou shalt tell my murderers to 
lay me in the ground here behind our cot; so 
that I may still hear the bay of my faithful dogs, 
and remain always with you. This is what thou 
shalt tell them from me. And thou ahalt place 
above my tomb, and near to my head, my three 
beloved flutes : my flute which is made of tiie 
wood of the fir tree, and of which the tones are 
so tender ; that which is made of the wood of 
the linden, which is passionate ; and my flute of 
ivory, which can draw tears. 
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" The wind of the evening shall come and 
play into my flutes ; it will draw plaintive Bounds 
from them. And then my UtUe lambs wiU 
gather round my grave, and wiU weep tears of 
blood over it. 

"But thou must not tell them that my com- 
panions have murdered me. Thou must tell 
them only that I am married; that I have 
wedded a beautiful queen, the betrothed of the 
world ; that upon the day of my nuptials a star 
is fallen ; that I had the sun and the moon to 
hold my chaplets, and for wedding guests the 
fir trees which grow upon the rock ; for priests 
the lofty mountains ; for musicians myriads of 
tuneful birds ; the firmament for an altar ; and 
for torches the golden stars. 

" But when you shall see my poor old mother 
wandering through the fields, and asking of the 
traveller — ' Who has seen my beautiful shep- 
herd, whose figure might pass through a ring," 

good figure. 
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whose locks are gilded by the sun ? ' thou sbalt 
have pity upon her, and thou shalt say that I 
have married the daughter of a king, and am 
gone into a far country." 



NOTES. 



THE DAUGHTER OF THE LAUREL TREE. 

" The Dwughter of the Lomrd Tree '* is an allegory on the 
fate of a fallen woman. This ballad is sung, partly in prose and 
partly in verse, to rock children to sleep, or beguile the long 
winter evenings. From such simple listeners it is said often to 
draw tears. This story, as well as that of ''The Fawn/' are 
evidently of Dacian origin. 



MARIORA FLORI6RA. 

" Mwii&ra Floriora" or Mary the Floweret, is a popular legend 
of the Carpathians. It has been retouched and slightly altered 
by M. Alexander, who appears to have obtained it from oral 
tradition. It seems meant to learn lovers that there are other 
things to attend to in life besides wooing — an unpromising 

task! 

Page 4, line 9. 

** Over nine lands and nine seas" tbc. — This is an expression 
much used in the popular poetry of the Wallachs to express the 
longest time and distance possible. 

Page 5, line 7. 
"And then my friends,** — ^Little expressions like this will 
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shew the reader the manner in which the Dome are told and 
sung far better than any remarks of mine. I know of no 
child's story in literature so charming as this one, nor of any 
with a more touching moral. 

^ Page 5, line 18. 

**Tke odours of the cowslip" <fcc. — All this is still part of 
the popular superstition; and the Wallach peasantry have 
great faith in charms extracted from herbs and flowers. 

Page 6, line 15. 

** Th& water that has never been troubled" — Apa ne-neeputa, 
or virgin water, is the expression in Wallach. There is a 
popular belief that to drink a draught of virgin water, 
or even to be the first who drinks fasting at a fountain in 
the morning, will cure the malignant fevers that prevail so 
frequently in the principalities. This belief is by no means 
confined to the lower classes. 

Page 7, line 10. 

** The scemlUss flower of the lake" <kc. — The Wallach super- 
stition gives a soul to all flowers. The idea of the sinless flower 
having no perfume, is pretty, though rather that of a cynic than 
a poet. 

Page 7, line 16. 

*'A white star** on a horse's forehead is supposed to be. 
lucky. 

Page 7, line 19. 

" Calie Buna" or Calle Bona. Thus the Latin monte is 
changed into fntmte, ponte into ptmto, fronte into frwUe, &c., * 
showing the corruption of the original language. 



Page S, line 2. 
"A rmtt dfmvi." — Tbe popular superatitioa in Wallachia 
plaoaa, of couree, great faith in dreams. A belief in ttem has 
alwajB been part of the creed of a simple people. 

Page 8, line 8. 
" 2nj£)fc°— Tbe Zm^u ia a ohaDgeable and mnlevolent apirit, 
inimical to braves and hsraea ; perhaps, becauae be is ueuall; 
reprssentedaEtlia guardian of yoimgmaideaa. 

Page 9, line I. 
" A fair yornig girl miaet dancing," a very faeaatifu! allegory. 
The false love and tbu true, Tbo picture of tho girl coming 
along fresh from the gardens ; with song and laughter ; her 
head full of light thoughts, imd her hands cf good things ; is an 
image of no comjaon grace and beauty. I can find no reason 
why she carried tbe branches of the cherry-troc inatead of any 
other. The word in Wallach is, " Visinelle," and ia perhaps 
only used to rhyme with " Floricelle," which concludes the 
previoua line. A poet has often owed a great beauty or a 
pasBoge that has been the despair of his commentatora to the 
mere Bxigenoea of the measure in which he wrote. 

P^e 10, line 22. 
" Brighi fimiieri of (leienBena/'^Abelief in judicial astrology 
has been prevalent in almost every country in the world. lu 
those where enlightenment has come slowly, it has lingerod 
lougest; hut there aro vague and mystic thoughts in the hearta 
o£ moat of us about such tbings, however Reason and Ilerachel 
may laugh at them. 
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Page 14, line 13. 
" The birdi k^l vithiri the pUmatU thadovit, Jie." — Then ia 
aiiDtheF prett; little Wallacli BODg on tliia idea; in which it ii 
not imgrace^ly tnrnod — 

" Birds ne'er eiug 
On the wing. 
While they flutter oheerly 
Droopa the plome. 
Then fuU aoon 
Wul ihey forth ho drearly. 

Blftiue not then, 

Though BgaiQ 
I ehould sing thee oever ; 

Did I grieve I 

Ah, believe 1 
Thou Bhould'at hnow it ever. 

To thy heart 
To impart 
Gloom or grief or scorning, 
UakeB their night 
Radiant bright. 
With the hope of morning." 

Page IG, line 7. 
" Ai of a moOia'i voice." — It is a common WoUach threat to 
say, " I will make your mother weep." 



A BTAO in Rouman poetry ia often put for a king, and a txwn 
for a yomig pi-ince. The present atory calls the &ivn the son 
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of n king. The legend is probably founded upon some dark 
foi^tten page of history, nnd means that a jovuig iirince who 
had taken refuge in the oourt of some potty barbarian king, 
was murdered for having indiaoreetly Been too much, and 
forgotten tbo prudent blindness nliiiJi beeomes a guest. There 
is no due however ae to the Daiiiea uf the pereonages, and 
conjecture would be voiii. lodeed, bards and omtors have 
been always so gaggad by oirouniBtanoeH, and the trutha of 
history have got no mixed up with fables, that it requires lyns 
eyes to distinguish between them. The popular legends of a 
people, however, often give us s glimpse of their history, 
which it would be idle to seek in their graver anoala. 



e 17, line 13. 



" Vimrce." — Divon 
tbat there are said 
husbands all living. 



1 the priccipalities, 
with three or four 



PAUNASUL CODRILOE. 
Tbk Pan or Faunas of the rooks is a nanqs frequently given to 
the brigajid heroes of Wallachia. It is also a sort of nick-name 
g^ven to any young man brave and Enterprising. Ha ia usually, 
however, represented as a sad scape-grace. Another version 
of the story asserts Pauuas to be meriily a corruption of the 
name of the Greek God Pan. Just aa the namea of Jupitsr, 
Morcnr; and Tcnus, ore preserved in the popular p<ictry, and 
figure frequently as JoB, Mercur and Venerea. 

Page 21, line 10. 
" 7%e combalantt vn-estU fiercely," — This species of combat ia 
■till very popular in Moldo Wallachio. There are several 
uiers of wrestling. The Lupta Toinicesca, the 
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Lupta MacanesCB, mid the Lupta Uraaresca. The attitudei and 
movpmente are tlia »une as thoBH of tlie Roman gla<iintiirB. 

Besides Che ordinary wrestlers, there ai-e also aomo others 
peculiar to Molda Wallachia; especially the dancing wrostlers. 
In the month of June, a company of some fifteen or twenty of 
them TiHually go about to the different villagers, dancing and 
vrestliug in public Their costume ia Homan ; though time 
has very slightly altered it, and parts of the dreaa are deeorated 
with little bolls. They are called CaleuBori or Coluaoi-, and 
have a mnii who pretenda to be dnmb to carry their flag. Some 
antiquaries assert, that these games are a vestige of tboae first 
instituted to commemorate the rape of the Sabiuea ; but it 
oppeara more probable from their name of Calousm, that they 
are merely the legitimate Buci;essors of a species of liomoa 
mountebauliB, whom I tiiiuk were colled Colusores I 

A month later, in July, another species of dancers begin to 
appear in the villages, these are called Burac^ni; tbey are 
dressed in women's clothes, and wearprepoatarously long gowns. 

It is poBEiible that these sports may bo also the remains of 
ancient Roman games ; but the antiquaries (of course) are 
divided. Tbey would not, however, bo the only traditiona of 
the old Roman world, which seem to have been transmitted 
through so many centuries ; from sire to son in Uoldo 
WallacMa. 

Of this tb ere is a curious example eveiy year, in the month 
of June. In some parts of the country, the peasants tie down 
their dogs and excite the geese of tlie neighbourhood to attack 
them. They acoumpany these proceedings by reviling the dogi 
for having slept, and left to the geese the honour of having 
Baved the Capitol. The species of correction applied to the 
dogs, is called in Wallach, " Tarbllcela," and their howls are 
horrible. A friend of mine saw this singular custom practised 
ia tlie monastery of Radouvoda, at Bucharest, in 1818. 



THOMAS ALmOSH. 
" TJiontas Alimosh/* or the son of the old man, is a famous 
peraonBge in Waltach tradition ; but the recorda of Wallachia 
are in Buch a, hopeless state of coafiXBion, that it ia hard to 
identify tha most reuowned heroes of the popular idolatry with 
much oertainty. The chroDioleB, which are singularly dry and 
umnteresting, Mldom mention Uiem at all. 

Page 22, line 1. 

" jBii< not too far away." — Sic in origUiile, n quaint espression 
enough. 

Page 23, lino 4. 

" Be^ar of Ihe Lowlandi," an eipressiou of contempt. The 
Bojars of tliB highlands and the lonlauds seem to have dieliied 
each other, as much an neighbouriog country gentlemen usually 
do. There seems also another reason for the espression, an 
anonymous B'renoh writer, speaking of the imcient Dscians eaye, 
" Qoique doming et entonrds par les haibares, lea Somains 
u'eurent ancune alliotioe avec eui. Un grand notnhre da Colons 
Be nfugi£rent dans lea ICarpathes, h I'abri de toute atteinte," &c. 
Boyard of the lowlands, therefore, was perhaps merely anotlier 
term Ibr barbariim. 

Page 23, line a. 

" Cool hHiadf." — The eipresaion in Wallach ia singular, "D4 
mania dupe spate," throw thine auger behind thy back." 

Page 23, line 16. 
" Mwrgo." — The name gi»an to all the horses of tha braves. 

Page 23, Une 22. 
"Little horie." — Uurgoletzmio iatlieword here used in the 



Wallaoli originals. It is one of the man; which, have si 
diminutives, as to bs quite mitniiiBlstiible. 

Page 21), iiue 5. 
" Than will dig me a grave," — The bravea had a piona 
of lying unhuried. 



STEFAN THE GREAT AND HIS MOTHER. 
Stefan, the fourth prince of MoWavia, iioquired the Burnoraa 
of the Great from his many victorisB. The number forty la 
popularly believed to have bad a aingular infiuence on his 
fortunes. Thua bo reigned forty yeara, won forty victoriea, 
with an army of 40,000 men, and built forty churches to 
commemorate them. There are the remaioB of a wild and 
Angular hallad about Mm : — 

" SWEuj, Stefan Voeroda, 
BidcB out armed tmia Suciava ; 
Conqaers Poland, Tartary, 
Turkey, Kuaaia, Hungary." 

The anecdote told here is strictly hiatorical, and the battle 
was fought near t)ie mousstery of NianiEo, in Moldavia. 

" La Moldavia dtait au comble de la gloire et do la grandeur, 
quand pr^s deuiourir, Etienuele Grand, efirayd dela saumigaioa 
de la Hongrie par lea Turos, convoqua en cent cinquante-quatro 
it SouchavB cette asaembli^e memorable, oii il tint h son Sis 
Bogdan le discours suivaot. 

" 0, Bogdan, men Sla, ot toub tons mes amis et companiona 
qui avez aveo moi partag^ taut de triomphea, toqh me voyea 
BUT le point de payor lo ti'ibut h la nature ; toute la gloire de 
ma vie passde est comme uu beau fantOme qui se perd dana la 
I'y B ploa de notour puur un mortel, qui comioe nn 
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ver de teire, pareourt leg sentiere de la via ; la mort vient 
prendre sea droits ; toBia ce neat pas ce qui fait I'objet de ma 
(Fajeur, car je aaie que I'met&at de ma uaiasaace ^ 6U le 
promier que j'ai £ut yecs le tombenu. Ce qui m'alonne est Is. 
pensfie aecablante qua vous dTez autour de touB SolUoan, qui 
mdnoce ce roTaume, et fera taus sea eiTorts pour a'eo emparer. 
H a dijb. subjugu6 la plus grande partie du royaume de Hongrie, 
alnei que la Gnm^e, qui u'avait pas encore roconnu aucus 
maitre stranger, et le y e'eat cUtackee en y ititradaUant U mitt 
JUahomSlan ; la Beasarabie a Aid le thdfLtre de aes succ&a ; et lea 
TslaquBS, qui Bont ebr^tiena comma noua, ont du rocoQualtre ea 
superiority ; en un mot la plua noble partie da I'Aaie et de 
I'Eurape obdit h aea loia. Non content de se tou: aasia aur le 
trOne dea empereura remains, il ne mat point de bomes i, 
Bsa vuQB de aonquSta ; il embmsse en iiide la domaine <Ie toute 
la terra. Croyeii-TOUfi qu'aprSa tant de encc^a et dea obatsclea 
qu'il a EurmoDt^, il epargne la Moldavie qui eat & sa porte, et 
toute enviromi<!o dea provinces de aon ob^isaanee) Craignea 
plutat quo dte qu'il aura rdduit toute la Hougrie il ue vient 
fondre aur voua avec toutes aes forcea. Je ne aaurais Jeter lea 
yeux BUT noH voisins aoua di!plorer le mallieurcux dtat de leurs 
a^ires. II n'y a point da fond il (aire but lea Polonaia, ila sont 
iuoonatant et incapable do faire tEta aux Turca ; lea Hongroia 
se aont mi a euj;-mama8 dans lea fers ; TAllemagne a aoua les braa 
tant d'embarras domestiques, qu'il ne lui reate ui volontd ni 
pouvoir da prendre part !i ce qui se passe en dehora, Ainsi 
conrnddrant la trists situation da tous lea ^tata qui noua euvi- 
ronnent, je penae que le parti le plua sage eat do cboiair entre 
lea mauz qui uoua mi^uaccct cehu qui noue paratt le plua sup- 
portable. Jamaia uu piloto dana BDn bon aena ne teudit lea 
voiles centre lea tempStea et lea oragea. Nos forces ne peuvent 
nous iBSBurer, las aecoura iStrangars aont dloignea et iuuertains ; 
la danger eat preaaant et ne paul Stra ^cart£. II faul done ae 
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determiner i adoucir la rigueur du sort plutflt que de reveiller 
cfl liOD par le bruit des annea. Notre aoiuDisaioii aera comme 
line eau rd^Hitidue fi propos Eurcetta Bamma prSta ^ idolater; je ne 
yois que cette reaouree et oe remedo pour prevanir aotre ruina. 
C'eat pourguoi jo vous cshorte dana cea deroiers momenta de 
ina Tie avee toute la teodreaBe d'un pSre et d'un frfire de tdchar 
de iiure vo3 conditions avec Solitnnn ; (d voua pouvGK obtenir de 
Ini la oonservatioD de Toa loU Bccl^siaetiqueE et civilea ce aera 
toujoura une pais hoDorable, quand moma ce Berait & titrs da 
fief. II voua sera plus avajitiigeuae d'^prourer sa olemenco que 
BOD 6p6e. Mais si an oontraire veut Toua pr^rire d'autres 
Douditions, a'b&itez pas iliuouriFr^p4e ilia main pour la d£EenEa 
de Totre religion et la liberty de votre patrie, plutOt que de 
Imsaer I'uDa et I'autro en proie aui malheure iniSvitables, et 
d'etra de lAches spectateura de la mine de votre patrie. EtvouB 
ne devez point douter que le Dieu de no8 pSres, qui aeul produit 
dea mei-reilles, ne ae laiaae na jour toucher par les larmea de ees 
serviteurs, et qu'iprla youa avoir combld de sea graces les plus 
abondantes, il no vous console un jour en cicatriaont voa plaioa 
ot en fisant il jamaia voa futures dastiniea." — ColfiON. 

Page 27, line 18. 
" Who see oehj in the dark" signifying, probably, a man who 
can only aee through the miata of pasaioa and inWraat — his 
bopas and fears. 



CODREANO. 

Page 2D, line 5. 

" Sarica," long white woollen cloak. 

Page 29, line 6. 
" Zurcnn."— Soma villages in TranBylvania are called by thi* 
tme. The costume of the inhabitants ja still very much like 
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that of the ancient Dociane, as will be seen by attontive exiuni- 
uatioE of the figui-^ on Tmjan'H column. The Zurcan oap is 
made of undreaeDd Bheepakin, and b not unlike the high- 
drowned Pereion cap ; but more grateful and becoming. It has 
alio a titBsel, which is usuollj' white. 

Page 29, Ime 15. 
" Xoa/114 ' are cattie-dealers, who carry on a wandering trade 
among the moimt^inB; they are famoun for the excellence of 
their boiecE^. 

Page 30, line &. 

" Olto."— The ancient Aluta, a river in Wallachia. It divides 

Great and Leaser Wallachia, and takes ita source among the 

Carpatliiana, entering the Danube near the town of Tumo. 

The valley here mentioned ia famous for the fertUity of its aoll 

Page 30, line 11. 
" MovUao " is an ancient town in Bcsearabla, on the banks of 
the Dniester. 

Page 30, line 14, 
"OodU good." — A style of reasoning one hears much too 
frequently. The contrast between this sentence and the suc- 
ceeding one shows a strange jumble of ideas on religious 
subjects, and develops a quaint trait of manners. On such a 
subject I would aa soon trust a song as a history. 

Page 31, line 2. 
" ByATOiBt."~k Wallach proverb sajs, " you can tell a thief 
by his eyebrows." Perhaps there 1b no part of the body which 
has not been fixed upon as an indication of eharactcr. There 
seems no science so alluring to silly people as that of judging 
from appearances ; or there is surely none so entirely con- 
temptible, false, and absurd. 
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Page 31, line 15. 
" Ca^ " is a garden near Jassy. 

Page 31, line 20. 

" PoUrar — A troop of mounted policemen composed chiefly 
of Albanians. 

Page 32, line 7. 

" Plibching the hctlU of ike jUsk with his fingers" &c. — Nearly 
all popular heroes are invulnerable; a gift which simple 
imaginations are apt enough to bestow on successful bravery. 

Page 32, line 14. 

" May the earth swallow hvm^ — This expression appears to be 
a reflection of the author suddenly overpowered by his feelings. 
The dislike of the Wallachs to the Albanians seems merely that 
of all people to foreign mercenaries, however creditably or 
usefully employed. 

Page 32, line 19. 

" Baltac." — The baltac was a kind of mace. It was a very 
favourite arm with the Turks ; though their maces were usually 
lighter than those of their enemies, they were also more 
manageable and dangerous. The mistake of using heavy arms 
seems at last found out. 

Page 33, line 6. 

" /to." — Al^sandro Ili98 (pronounced Ehjesh) reigned about 
1631. 

Page 33, line 8. 

" A Turk from Stamboul** — The Turks at this period had a 
representative at Jassy, and another at Bucharest, who was 
called E^haia Bey. These representatives had also a deputy in 
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every town and city, called " BealilBaga," They cltiimed the 
right of being present at all triak, to protect the interests of 
the Turks. SubsequButly, however, they began to interfere 
with the tribunals, and even to intarrogato tha PrincB. Indeed 
the DomoB of former times were vassals far too powerfal and 
restieBS not to incur now and then the jealouay of their 
Buzemin, and they took on oriental method of counterbLilaiicing 
their inSuence. 

Page 33, lino 2U. 

" Uiidniipped," — A reflection on Turks ia geneva!, neither 
oomplimentary nor jtiat. 

Page St, lioe 9. 

"Om/ewor." — The Domns could not by law condemn a 
criniinal to death unshrivcn. 

Page 31, line IS. 
" Paloih," a sort of short aword like that worn by the 

Page 35, line 15. 
" FartKell," &c. — The whole of this story appears to be a 
faithful pictm^ of the national morality and feeling of the 
times. The fact ia, every one who had the power to steal waa 
more or loaa a robber ; and the bandit who rifled the rich with 
the strong hand, and gave to the poor, who was eomething half 
free lance, half patriot ; from whom the peasants had much to 
hope, and little to dread ; who had often the same tastes and 
habits; and who was one of themselves, save tbat he had raised 
himself trom slavery to power ; such a man was not unlikely to 
become the hero of minds in which there were no fiied prin- 
ciples of right and morality. Aa for the manner in which the 
Mocon is here treated, it is easily accounted for by his pro- 
Gnsion. The Hocons were probably disagreeable enough to the 
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country people, from their horse-dealing rogueries, so that the 
signal punishment of a Mocon pleased them yqtj welL 



THE FERENTAR'S DAUGHTER. 

The Ferentars were a strong body of cavalry, who served in 
the Wallachian army. Their weapons .ly^re the sword and the 
lance. 



BOUJOR. 

Page 39, line 6. 

**Focchiani" is a frontier town between Moldavia and 
Wallachia. 

Page 39, line 16. 

'* Stefcmka** is the diminutive of St^fen. There is no end 
to Wallack diminutives. 

Page 39, line 16. 

"Boujor" signifies Rufus, or the red. He was a &mou8 
brigand, who lived about fifty years ago. 



FAT LOGOFAT. 



" Fdt Logo/at" pronounced Fet Logofet: the young hero. 
It is one of the prettiest stories of the series. Some of the 
epithets which pass between the lovers are charming. 



SALGA. 
Page 43, line 3. 
" Schobani,*' shepherds. 

Page 43, line 6. 
*'£acio," chief. 



1 


^HHHHH 


1 




N0TE8. 129 




Page 43, Una IS. 






" Brieiam <Fore," n Ante made b? the shapherda. It is lorgar 






than tha common flute, and ita sound ia very ploiiitiTe. It U 






aometimSB ornamented witU a ring of gold and silver. These 






illEtrumentB, blown in a peculiar key, are often used as signals 






of distresa to the viUagers, if the shepherds require help or get 












T^e 45, line 8. 






" Lvptadrepta," unarmed wrestle. 




RICH AND POOR. 




Page 48, line 4. 






"Aban" ia about half a fartliiag- 






Page 48, line 7. 






" A ziul " is thirty times more than a ban. 




MIHO THE YOUNG. 




This story belongs to the 15th century, and the scene of the 






enoounter ia called Codru Hertzir, and still known as a famous 






haunt of brigands. 




THE RING AND THE HANDKERCHIEF. 




This ballad belongs to Transylvania, and is thought to be 




- 


very old. 




GRUfi GROSAVUL. 










16th oantuij, while the Rovimans were at war with the Tartars. 




^B 




^L. 


^ 



Page 59, line I. 

" Jalpin " U in BeBsarobia. 

Page 69, line 3. 

" Smioe " wid " Zemoe " wore goda of the Dodaui, 

Page S9, line 12. 

"Smdjw," a short aword, of which the hUt wm often splen- 

didlf mounted. It bectuue altnoat an index of the wearer'* 

Fag« 60, line S. 
"Miaaquet," or Manaks, were the cMefa of a horde of 
Tartars very proud of their ancient deioent 

I^ flO, line 20. 
'■ Baxjak;' in BesBaiabia, fiuuouB for ita breed of hones. 

Pagee2, linel2. 
•' The Khaa maJcet a srjm." — Every thing is dona by aigns in 
the East, and the traveJlar will still mo a great dignitary clap 
his hands for cofiee instead of ashing foe it. 

Page 63, line a. 
" Onra yowr till." — There ia something Tery naive and odd 
in all the Wallach ways of expressing death. 

Page 63, line 4. 
"Ht cmverU" &c — The reader is hardly prepared for the 
edifying end of the tertibla chief; but such a one may not 
have been nnfrequeat in times when m-en seem to have been 
ftlwsji gratping a reeking sword witbonehiniJ and the crow ia 
the other, and to have been half sointe — half raCBaus. 
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THE SUN AND THE MOON. 
Tms ballad is very old. 

Page 64, line 8. 
** Ilena" is one of the Wallach names for the moon. 

Page 64, line 8. 

*' Cozinzena " signifies the golden-haired. It is to be remarked 
that golden hair seems to have especially fired the imagination 
of the Wallach poets ; for the simple reason that there was 
hardly a red head from Tchemetz to Beltzi, from the Aluta to 
the Gige. 

Page 65, line 18. 

** A robe of precwva atones.** — The Wallachs say that jewels 
are the tears of the sun. 



BOGDAN. 

BoGDAN was the son of Stefan the Great, and was the first 
prince who acknowledged the suzerainty of the Porte by the 
treaty of 1513. 



THE TARTAp. 

We are indebted for this cmious ballad to M. Alexandre. It 
has a wild and singular rhythm in the original, and, like all 
songs, flattering to the national yanity of a people. It is 
very popular. Perhaps national vanity is such a pleasant sensa- 
tion because we can indulge in it without appearing ego- 
tistical ! I give it here in the original, as a general example 
of the untranslatable style and rhythm : — 
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TA'TABDTj. 

Ha'i' ta'tara, ti'na calul 
Mft'i' ta'tara, Stts'nge frtnl 
Ha'i' ta'tara, lasaa' mslul 
Nu cerca d'a trece rtul 
Ca pa cru-ceasa'ntoi' legi 
De roi' doi', pests hotare 
Nimic, Deu' t uu ae r'allege, 
Ma'i' iateore, -ma'i' tatara t 
Ha'i' tatare, UDd'e, ti' palal 
Ma'i' tatare on'da-ti' ca'lnl 
Ma'i' tatare uud'e, ti' fala 
Ha, ti' spuBei' 3i na treei' malol ? 
Nu aci'u' tu, ma'i' ra'ci'ne, 
Ce-i' Roma'nul Vn turbare t 
Corbii' mure acum di'n ti'ne 
Ma'i" tft'tare, mw' tatare ! 

CONSTANBIN BEANCOVANO. 

CoNSTAHDIH Bbakcovaro was a bmoua piiuM of WaUMhia; 

he was beheadad at Constiiatiiioples with hia Qtrea ohildien, 
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for having luded the KuBKiona in 1710. Popular lova tliiew & 
bolo round his memotT', and the deaoendauts of hia fiimily are 
atnl among tlie Erst aristocracy of the Priacipalitiea. The 
aubJQOt, though not treated very poetically, is a fine one ; and I 
have preserved it from one or two little traits of nstional 
manners which appeared interesting. The execution of the 
dhildrcn on a chair with tbejr eyce bandaged is alao cnrlouB. 
The family of Brancovano are amnng the princes of the Empire, 
and one of the very few in Roumania who have hereditary 



" Btri Seme,' or the poor Servian. The Servians were pro- 
verbial for their poverty. 

Page T5, line 11. 
"Ue Boujoi," or Boujiak, is a province of lower Beasarabia. 
After the reign of Stefan the Great it fell into the bands of the 
Tartars. It waa long famous for its breed of boraus, which 
were considered priceless by thoir roving maatera. Very fine 
hocsea were alao found in Dubrodja, which now forma part of 
Turkey; but Cantbeuiar, in hia description of Moldavia, says, 
that the beat and dearest horses came from there, and that 
they wore famous both in Poland and Hmigary, aa wall as in 
Turkey, The Turka had a proverb, "Agem dilberi Bogdan 
bargiri Moahurdir," — a Persian youth and a Moldavian horse are 
better than any other. 

Page 76, line 2. 
"Eafai" a. sort of trellis-work, which allows the Turkish 
ladies to look out of their windows without being seen. 
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Page 76, line 4. 

**And teUing him so,** Sec— A simplicity and frankness which is 
however a true portrait of Oriental manners even . in our day. 
Eastern ladies are by no means taught to conceal their-senti- 
ments, nor do they. 

Page 76, line 10. 

"Halca" — The race for the Holca was something similar to 
the sport of tilting at a ring, the favourite exercise of the 
knights of the middle ages. It was still in great vogue among 
the Turks little more than a century ago. 

Page 76, line 10. 

" ffaidar Pasha" is near Scutari, on the Bosphorus, where the 
Turkish Pilgrims usually assembled before starting for Mecca. 

Page 76, line 13. 

" Smft as the storm" is a fine simile for an Eastern poet ; for 
in the East a storm is something swift and terrible indeed. 

Page 76, line 22. 

"Never seen the swa" — It is a popular superstition in the 
East, that horses are rendered better by being kept in the dark. 
All the most celebrated horses mentioned in Wallach poetry, 
Kal-Graur, Kal-Vintes, &c., all those belonging to the adventurers 
called I^t-Fromos, and to the golden-haired Fkt-Logoftlti, were 
brought up in subterraneous caverns. 

Page 77, line 9. 

" Trifoi" — This is the shamrock, and the Wallachs have a 
superstition about it similar to that so prettily versified by 
Mr. Lover. 



L - 
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Page 78, liDe 9. 

" Siangin," ^-Ooe fltangin is ten feet, therefore tba borae must 

hare ttikan eeveoty feet iu his stride, or twenty-thces yarda and 

Papc 79, line 17. 
- "Klian of rarlory."— The date of this ballad U uncertam, 
but it must have been before the indepandcnco of tho CrimBn, 
or ite Eubseqaent conquest by the RueeianB. There is a lesson 
in the history of the conquest of the Crimea, not without inCercet 



VIDRA. 
Fnge 82, line 1. 
" Caioniisa," sigciliBB a female BoJdier, or Amazon. 

Pago 62, line 4. 
" Sfoc'n Binvta," — Soimu is here used as a surname, but in its 
ordinaiy aanae it aignifies a speoiea of hawk found only among 
the Carpathians. They were ao much esteemed by felconera, 
that whea Bogdan Bubmittei voluntarily to the suzerainty of 
the Turta, twenty-four of these birds formed part of the annual 
tribute which he agreed to pay to the Sultan, 

Page 82, line 5. 
"Poteop," Greek cap. 

Page B6, line g. 
"Ee falla doan dead." — Thus it is the eommon w.irning 
to a liar in Wallachifl to say, "Remember the fate of Stoen 
Boimu." This ballad, however, Beems a sly hit at the priest- 
hood, and is managed with some address. The priest is not 
defeated by the brave of braves, aa is usually the case with 
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adventurous lovora ; but bo is rcasrved for still deeper diBgroce. 
He ia made studioualy base and vile in eyerything : goading 
bis oieD, calling on a womna for aid in duiger, murdering his 
wife, Had lylag to conceal his ccime; till Divine Justice 
sweeps him iadignuitlj iiom the face of the eartti. 





THE MAID OF C08LA- 




This story, of which no history of WdlaoJiitt miikea any 
mention, was diaoovered at PaiiE, in a Byzantine History, by 

M. Bolintiniano, from whom I received it. 




PageST. 




"Cosia" ia 
splendid Mil 


a convent in Wallachia, ratnatcd o 
ear tlio Carpathians, 

Page 37, line 8. 


the brow of a 


■'I7«pe,=ft." 


ot the Impaler. — This fearful name was given to 



ad, or Budolph, one of tho bravest of the dukea of Wallachio, 
II in conaequancB of hia having impaled no lesa than 30,000 

^^H prieonoFB, wba fell into his hands at dilforent times. Uig 

^^H memory seems to be regarded in Ron mania with something of 

^^^H the same affection we have for that of Co^nr ds Lion. 

H 



THE DOVE AND THE COUCOU. 
birds figure vary frequently ia Woillachian poetry. 



a anppased to be a myaterious bein) 
importance. Hia voice ia of good augury if heard o 
side, but forebodes evil if heard on the left. 



of much 
the right 



BALADBUL THE SERPENT. 

The iTord R'llaur in Wnllocli signifies a being with tlie body 
of a serpont anJ tiie voiea of a man. In the popular poetry, 
he ia usually d, pliontom wbo fights ogaiDst the btavea ; but is 
often conquered by them. The Balaura are also guardians of 
liiddcn treasure and of tha dnugbters of kings. Theuoe the 
enmitj between them and the Filt-Fromos or cavaliers, 

The poaaautB alao ha^e a legoud, tliat precious atonra are 
formed by tha froti on the Balaur's mouth ; and they Bay that 
he who killa a serpent will be forgiven a aic According to 
ancient tradition, on St. Fetor's day all the roads are guarded 
by Berpenla ; and it ia said that avery one who then kills a 
serpent nill be lucky throughout the year. 



THE BANQUET. 

Tub legend is liiatorical. The banquet is Btad to have tokeu 

place in Tranaylvania, and the hero obtained his wish, for aome 

days aftarmards ho was nasaSBiuatct! by the euUBsaries of one 

Basta, an obscure prince of Transylvania. 

Page H, line S. 
" A«gii!l handi."^-Tbe Walliuib word is Dalb, and if any one 



n translate it better I make him a prasea 



MICHAf SAVING THE STASDAED. 

Tins ballad refers to an event which occurred at a battle ou 

the banks of the Morescb, in Transylvania, townrds the end of 
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MIHNJJA DOMNU and RUDOLPH CALOFIRESCO. 

This is one of a great many ballads on tbe same subject. In 
some Michai, the bravd, replaces Mibn^a Domnu. 



MIRCfiA BEFORE NICOPOLIS. 

*' Mircea" Prince of Wallachia, was tbe first prince who 
acknowledged tbe suzerainty of tbe Porte, by a voluntary treaty 
concluded in 1393. 

Page 103, line 4. 

" Provd EagUf Ac" — I bave used the word eagle here, but it 
is '' Schoem," or hawk, in the original 



MIHAl THE BRAVE AND HIS EXECUTIONER 
MiHAi, the brave Prince of Wallachia. He rebelled success- 



Page 98. 

" CcUofiretcoJ** — The Oalofiresci and Caplesci were famous 
Wallachian heroes. 

Page 98. , 

**Donmu*' a corruption of the Latin Dominus, is the most 
ancient title of tbe Princes of Roumania. That of Hospodar was ! 
given them by the Russians. They were also called " Vo^iHfdei," I 
or war-chiefs, from two Sclave words ; " Voi" a troop, and ; 
" Vodit,** commander ; and the style of tbe o£&cial documents 
executed by Kobert the Black runs thus : — 

*' We Vo^vod, by the grace of God Domn of the whole Roman 
world, Duke of Omlash, and Fagarash, &c.'' In later times the 
title of Duke of Omlash and Fagarash has been dropped. 
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fully agaiuBt the Turks, and gained several victories. His moat 
iniportaait battle waa tbat of " Calagureni," where he defeated 
the immense hoBt of SinaQ Faalia with a mere liacdful of braves. 
He was in the end assaseinated b; Basta, a. petty prince in the 
neighbourhood. 

It ia said that be was once coudemuod to death bj bis pre- 
deceBsor, but at the moment when the eiecutioner waa about 
to strikts he beoauie fascinated by the calm steady gaze of 
Mihiu and let fall hia axe. The peoplo, whoae darling ha was, 
and who only waited for eome accidental circumstance to become 
unmanageable to the authoritias, now deliverod Mm by the 
strong hand, and led him home in triumph. The story baa been 
charmiugly versified by 1£ Bolentiniaoo. 



SIRTE-MAROAKITE, 
a child'a story. It is, however, one of the vecy 
faw I have been obliged to curtail and slightJy to alter, &om the 
tiresome repetitions and want of connaction in the original. I 
hava done so however with extreme hesitation, and my cor- 
ractioBH (or blots I do not know which to call them,) only apply 
to a few scattered worda. Indeed, the temptation of meddling 
has been very allaring QiroQghout the " Duiae " generally, but 
I have conscientiously re^sted it ; the object to be carried out, 
and which would alone make thia book of any value, did not 
seem to me to be to produce somothing pretty; hut to give 
that which was already made to my hand as exactly as possible, 
uid leave it as characteristic and national as 1 found it. There 
is hardly a single legend here given, out of which a graceful 
and remarkable tale might not have been eiifily worked. This, 
however, would have been a kind of plagiarism not quite so 
hoaest as common. 



■ 






1 
1 


140 NOTES. 

MIOBA. 

Pogalll, line4. 

" Vnmcian.'—The word Vranoian aigniEes inhabitant of 

VranoiB, B. UtUe proTince of Moldavia neai tte Carpathiant 

mountaiiiB, where tliey lead a wild, lonely, romantio life ; aod in 
winter they deBcend into Ilia plains on tlin binka of tlie Danube. 
Two or three generallj associate together. 

rage 111, line*. 
" Mongoura" lean epithet of derision applied to theWallachB 
ofTransylTania. It meaoa Hungarinnised. We uae the word 
FrenchiSed in muoh tho aamo sense. 

Page 111, line 11. 
"Mwra" ifl the pet name given to a lamb in Moldavia. 

Page 111, line 14. 
" laS iuMlaeag' is a kind of oaroas (altogether untranaktablo) 

Page 113, lined. 
" TJte hetrothed of the ■nm-ld,'' a siDgularij beautiful cipreBatan 
for death. 

Page 113, line 10. 

believes that when any one diea hia star falU ftam tha heaveiw, 
hia daatiny through life. J 




to 


^ J 
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Page 113, line 12. 

" CfhapUtt" — ^During the nuptial benediction at a Moldavian 
marriage, a young man and a maiden hold a crown over the 
heads of the bride and bridegroom. The expression used here 
means that the shepherd will die just as the sun sets, and the 
moon appears above the horizon. To be sure popular belief 
does not trouble itself much with natural philosophy. 
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BRADBURY AKD EVAKS, PBINTKBJi, WHITK^'RIARS. 
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SIX 



NATIONAL AIES OF ROUMANIA. 



ARRANGED FOR THE PIANO 



By HENEIZ. 



%* These Airs have been kindly commnnleated to me by the 
PBIHCI88 jKkTf Ohika, whose onaffected kindness and seal, in 
aiding me to make this little Work as perfect as possible, I can 
hardly acknowledge too grateMly. 



C. E. GRENVILLE MURRAY. 
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Or, the National Songs and Legends of Roumania. 
Translated from the Originals, with an Introduction, and 

Specimens of the Music* 

By E. C. GRENVILLE MURRAY, Esq. 

One Volume, crown 8vo. 
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VI. 
MODERN GERMAN MUSIC. 
By HENRY F. CHORLEY, Esq. 
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COUNTERPARTS ; or, THE CROSS OF LOVE. 

By the Author of " Charles Auchester." 
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NANETTE AND HER LOVERS. 

By TALBOT GWYNNE. 

Author of " The School for Fathers,'' " Silas Barnstarke," &c. 
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THE RUSSO-TURKISH CAMPAIGNS of 1828-9 '• 
With an account of the present state of the Eastern Question, 

By COLONEL CHESNEY, R.A., D.C.L., F.R.S., 
Author of '' The Expedition to the Euphrates and Tigris/' 

One thick Volume, post 8vo, with Maps. Price i2j.cloth. 

*' The Military Memoir of Colonel Chesney is full and clear ; occasionally pre- 
senting the active struggles of combat, but more generally exhibiting the strategy— 
the moves of the game. In this consists the principal value of the work.**-— 
S^ctator, 

" The best historical companion the reader can possess during the catiipaigns about 
to open.** — Atbenaum, 

** The only work on the subject suited to the military reader.**— ^m/r^ Strvice 
Gazette, 

II. 

THE BHILSA TOPES; 

Or, Buddhist Monuments of Central India. 

By MAJOR A. CUNNINGHAM. 

One Volume, 8vo, with Thirty-three Plates, price 30X. cloth. 

'* Major Cunningham's most valuable and instrucdve book ought to help to 
awaken a popular interest in Indian antiquities^ as the study of the Buddhist monu- 
ments leads directly to the elimination of historical truths of the most Interesting 
kind. Of the Topes opened in various parts of India, none have yielded so rich a 
harvest of important information as these of Bhilsa, opened by Major Cunningham 
and Lieut. Maisey ; and which are described, with an abundance of highly curioua 
graphic illustrations, in this most interesting book.** — Examiner, 

** The work of Major Cunningham contains much that is original, and preserves 
the results of very important investigations. The variety of representations in bas« 
reliefs is unusually large. Not only are religious and military pageants, ceremonies, 
and battels depicted, but domestic scenes of a highly interesting character.** — 
j^tbenaum, 

III. 

BALDER. A POEM. 

By the Author of " THE ROMAN.'' 

One Volume, crown 8vo, price js, 6d, cloth. 

" The writer has fine qualities ; his level of thought is lofty, and his passion for the 
beautiful has the truth of an instinct.**— ^Mtf«<p««. 

** We know of few poems evidencing more philosophic grasp and more poetic pith 
than* Balder.* *'-Cr/V/V. 

** The richest volume of recent poetry.'*— Ho^'x Instructor, 

IV. 

MAUDE TALBOT, B7 \lO\MS- \.^^. 
Three Volumes, post %vo, iptvc^ '^^s* fcd^ 



« 
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V. 

JUVENILE DELINQUENCY. 

7Vo Essays which obtained the Prizes offered by Lady 

Noel Byron. 

By MICAIAH HILL and C. F. CORNWALLIS. 
One Volume, post 8vo, price 6s. cloth. 

'* This Tolume is the best existing manual of the subject. The first Essay may be 
said to compass the whole round of the subject, with its statistics presenting a manual 
of the standing facts and arguments. The other is remarkable for a yigorons por- 
traiture of the general causes of juvenile delinquency ; and it has a novel^ and force 
which throw a new light upon the subject.**— ^ec/^/or. 

** We commend this volume to universal attention. In it is compactly yet Tery 
fully written the story of that savage horde among the civilized, which has now by a 
wise discipline to be transformed.**— JEx'tfrn/ff^r. 

VI. 

AVILLION, AND OTHER TALES. 

By the Author of " Olive," ''The Head of the Family," &c. 

Three Volumes, post 8vo, price i/. lis, 6d. cloth. 

** ' Avillion* is a beautiful and fanciful story ; and the rest make agreeable reading. 
There is not one of them unquickened by true feeling, exquisite taste, and a pure and 
vivid imagination.** — Examiner. 

*' These volumes form altogether as pleasant and fanciful a miscellany as has often 
been given to the public in these latter days.** — Athenaum, 

*' In a nice knowledge of the refinements of the female heart, and in a happy power 
of depicting emotion, the authoress is excelled by very few story-tellers of the day."— 
Globt. 

VII. 

THE TRUE LAW OF POPULATION, 

Shown to be connected with the Food of the People. 

By THOMAS DOUBLEDAY. 

Third and Enlarged Edition, 8vo, price loj. cloth. 

A very able and ingenious book.'* — Inquirer. 

A book of sterling value and deep interest.'* — Morning Advertiser, 






VIII. 

AUCKLAND, NEW ZEALAND, AND THE 

COUNTRY ^D5^CENT. 

Post 8vOy with a View and Co\ouxedM3c^^^t\c^^s,^<ck^. 
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IX. 

THE INSURRECTION IN CHINA. By Dr. YVAN 
and M. GALLERY. With a Supplementary Account 
of the Most Recent Events. By John Oxenford. 

THIRD EDITION, ENLARGED. 
Post 8vo, with Chinese Map and Portrait, js. 6d,j cloth. 

'* A curious book, giving a lucid account of the origin and progress of the civil war 
now raging in China, bringing it down to the present day, ^* —Blackwood* s Magazine. 

*^ Their narrative is animated by traits of Chinese manners, opinions, and ideas, and 
by lively reminiscences of the country and some of the actors with whom the authors 
were personally acquainted." — Spectator, 

** The book can scarcely fail to find a curious and interested public."—- /f/i&e»<r««r. 

** An interesting publication, full of curious and valuable matter.**— £*•««;««•. 

'* The volume is instructive and attractive in a high de^cee,** —Illustrated News, 

** The Revolution in China is the greatest revolution the world has yet seen.*'— 
Times, 

X. 

THE CROSS AND THE DRAGON ; 
Or^ The Fortunes of Christianity in China ; with notices of 

the Secret Societies of the Chinese. 

By J. KESSON. 

One Volume, post 8vo, price 6s. cloth. 

^ '' A painstaking and conscientious book.**— ^r/:3for. 
** A very readable outline of the subject.** — Athenaum, 
'^ A learned and excellent little book.** — Glasgow Commonwealtb, 

XI. 

MEMORANDUMS MADE IN IRELAND. 
By SIR JOHN FORBES, M.D., Author of 
'* The Physician's floliday." 
Two Vols., Post 8vo, with Illustrations, price i/. u. cloth. 

<< A complete handbook of the sister island. If there be any, who, knowing 
nothing of its social and political condition, meditate a tour in Ireland, the pleasure 
and profit to be derived from the journey will be much enhanced by a careful study of 
Dr. Forbes*s very sensible observations.** -r-iVlrw Quarterly Review, 

<* The book is excellent, and, like all the writings of its author, points to a good 
purpose. It is honest, thoughtAil, liberal, and kindly. By readers of all grades Dr. 
Forbes*s volumes will be read with pleasure.**— £af<zmm«r. 

** Dr, Forbes is evidently possessed of a can^vd tmivd) aa^ V5cvaM^\«.>K» ^^5^^>!^ 
polemical matter, he does not write in a aectanan si^vnt.^'' — ^tKen«um, 
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THE STONES OF VENICE. Bv John Ruskin, Esq.» 

Author of " Modern Painters," " Seven Lamps of Archi- 
tecture," &c. Now complete, in Three Volumes, imperial 
8vo, with 53 Plates, and numerous Woodcuts, drawn by 
the Author, Price 5/. 15J. 6(/., in embossed cloth, with 
top edge gilt. 

Eacb Vs/ame muy ie ttd Kparalrlj, v^s,— 

Vol. I THE FOUNDATIONS, with 11 Plato. P-kc »/. u. 

Vnt. 11.— THE SEA STORIES, v-rh 10 Plato. Price i/.ii. 
Vol. II1.~THE FAU,, y/\tk 11 Plata. Pnce tl. iii. 6rf. 
" This book ii one which, perhaps, no oilier man couli have written, and ont ftt 
which the world ought to be and wiU he thankful. It b In the highest degnx da. 
quent, acute, sdmuladng to thought, and fcrrfle in suggesdon. I( ihows g power of 
practical crilJcUm which, when Eted on a deflnite object, nothing absurd or evil can 
withstand; and a power of appreciation which has reiLaiedtreasU'-ej of beauty to man- 
kind. It will, we are convinced, elevate taite and intellect, raise the tone of moral feel- 
ing, kindle benevolence towards men, and increacetbe loveandfeat of God."— ITiwi. 
" The ' Stonta of Venice ' ig the production of an earneit, religioui, progresiise, 
and infonned mind. The author of this essay on arcbiteccure has condensed inlo 
it a poedc apprehension, the fruit of awe nf God, and delight in naiuw; a know- 
ledge, love, and just esDmate nf art; a holding fast to fact and repudladon of hearsiry; 
an historic brradth, and a fearless challenge of exisling social problems! whole 
union we know not where to find paralleled ."—S/aWo/nr. 

" One of the moat important worlcs on seschcticE ever published in this country; 
and which not only equals in profundity any single work put forth in modern dmei 
upon art, but surpasses in importance any that has herelofijre b=en writien upon the 
subject j inasmuch as the writer is gifted with the rare tact to make prntound tnithi 
plain to common understandinp."— i)di7)r JVewI. < 

" No one who has studied art in Venice will go through this book without auch 

raent of his most delicious associations. It is full of fine things, and of true things." — 

" This works shows that Mr. Ruskin's powers of compedtion and criticism were 
never in ^rearer foice. H^s eloquence it as rich, his enthusiasm as hearty, his sym- 
pathy for all that Is high and noble In art na keen as ever. The book, UKe aU he 
writes, is manly and high-minded, and, as usual, keeps the attention alive to tlie last." 
—Guardian. \ 

" No one who has viuted Venice can read this book without hiving a richer glotr 
thrown over his remembrances of that city; and for those who have not, Mr. Ruskin 
pitnis it with a firmness of outline and vlvidnesi of colouring that will bring it before 
the imagination with the forceof reality."— Lrtwary Gmilt. 

"The whole ii elnqnent and thoughtful, and creative of thought in other*. 
This book is a noble innovadon upon the old dead talk of architects, and inuteun 

" The reputation which Mr. Ruilun his earned b^ his former works will probably 
nceire a great accession of lustre from die 'Svdo« oiNeMce; t^i»-«Bi'«,ii«fctaA 
a right to expect from the age and eVidemV-j p™™», ¥o*™ oi 'fcs •«.*-«.m.V« 
justly dcscnberf as his most viluaWe serio.mi^". w4 fetai w w™« -a* =«- 
popular of all hii productions." — British Sjarterlj Rruinu. 



SMITH* BLDER AND CO. 



aSSorfis of Mx* KXvLSkln. 



II. 

MODERN PAINTERS. Imperial 8vo. Vol. I. Fifth 
EditioHy i8j. cloth. Vol. II. Third Editiorty lOs. 6d. cloth. 

** Mr. Ruskin*8 work will send the painter more than ever to the study of nature ; 
will train men who have always been delighted spectators of nature, to be also atten- 
tive observers. Our critics will learn to admire, and mere admirers will learn how to 
criticise : thus a public will be educated/* — Blackwood's Magazine, 

** A generous and impassioned review of the works of living painters. A hearty 
and earnest work, full of deep thought, and developing great and striking truths in 
art." — BritisA S^uarterly Ren/lew. 

** A very extraordinary and delightful book, full of truth and goodness, of power and 
beauty.** — North British Review, 

*' One of the most remarkable works on art which has appeared in our time.**-^ 
Edinburgh Review, 

♦^* The Third Volume is in preparation. 

III. 
THE SEVEN LAMPS OF ARCHITECTURE. With 
Fourteen Etchings by the Author. Imperial 8vo, i/. u, 
cloth. 

'' By the * Seyen Lamps of Architecture,* we understand Mr. Ruskm to mean 
the seven fundamental and cardinal laws, the observance of and obedience to which 
are indispensable to the architect who would deserve the name. The politician, the 
moralist, the divine, will find in it ample store of instructive matter, as well at the 
artist.** — Examiner. 

IV.! 

PRE-RAPHAELITISM. 8vo., 2s. sewed. 

** We wish that this pamphlet might be largely read by our art-patrons, and 
studied by our art-critics. There is much to be collected from it which is very import- 
ant to remember.** — Guardian, 

V. 

THE KING OF THE GOLDEN RIVER ; or, The 
Black Brothers. With 22 Iluistrations by Richard 
Doyle. %s. bd. 

** This little faiiy tale is by a master hand. The story has a charming moral, an j 
the wriidng is so excellent, that it would be hard to say which ic will give most plea- 
sure to, the very wise man or the very simple child.'*— ^AftfW/wr. 

VI. 

NOTES ON THE CONSTRUCTION OF SHEEP- 
FOLDS. Svo.y IS. 

A pamphlet on the doctrine and discipline of tiitt CVk>«t\i til 0««fcr — .Bri\«««C\a. 
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I. 

LECTURES ON THE ENGLISH HUMOURISTS 

OF THE i8th CENTURY. 

By W. M. THACKERAY, Esq., 

Author of " Esmond,** " Vanity Fair,** " Pendennis,'* &c» 
Second Edition, revised by the Author. 

In One Volume, crown 8vo., price los, 6d. cloth. 

*' To those who attended the lectures, the book will be a pleasant reminiscence, to 
others an exciting novelty. The style — clear, idiomatic, forcible, familiar, but never 
slovenly ; the searching strokes of sarcasm or irony; the occasional flashes of generous 
scorn ; the touches of pathos, pity, and tenderness ; the morality tempered but never 
weakened by experience and sympathy ; the felicitous phrases, the striking anecdotes, 
the passages of wise, practical reflection ; all these lose much less than we could have 
expected from the absence of the voice, manner, and look of the lecturer.'*— 
Spectator, 

^* What fine things the lectures contain ! What eloquent and subtle sayings, what 
wise and earnest writing! How delightful are their turns of humour; with what a 
touching effect, in the graver passages, the genuine feeling of the man comes out ; and 
how vividly the thoughts zxtpainted^ as it were, in graphic and characteristic words.**— 
Examiner. 

''This is to us by far the most acceptable of Mr. Thackeray's wridngs. His 
graphic style, his philosophical spirit, his analytical powers, his large -heartedness, his 
shrewdness and his gentleness, have all room to exhibit themselves.**— £co»om/if. 

'* These Lectures are rich in all the best qualities of the author*s genius, and adapted 
to awaken and nourish a literary taste thoroughly English.** -.^n'm^ ^luarteriy 
Review, 

*' One of the most amusing books that we have read for a long time, and one that 
we think will occupy a lasting place in English literature.** — Standard, 

II. 

ESMOND. By W. M. THACKERAY, Esq., 
Second Edition, 3 Vols., crown 8vo, price i/. lu. bd. cloth. 

** Mr. Thackeray has selected for his hero a very noble type of the cavalier soften- 
ing into the man of the eighteenth century, and for his heroine one of the sweetest 
women that ever breathed from canvass or &om book, since Rafiaelle painted and 
Shakspeare wrote. The style is manly, clear, terse, and vigorous, reflecting every 
mood, pathetic, grave, or sarcastic— of the writer.'* — Spectator, 

*' Once more we feel that we have before us a masculine and thorough English 
writer, uniting the power of subtie analysis with a strong volition and a moving 
eloquence— an eloquence which has gained in richness and hzxmony,^'' ^Atbenaum, 

'' In quiet richness, ' Esmond* mainly resembles the old writers ; as it does also in 
weight of thought, sincerity of purpose, and poetry of the heart and brain.'*— Fr«^r'* 
Magazine. 



PORTRAIT OF W. M. THACKERAY, Esq. 
Engraved by Francis HoW, from ^. Iii«Nm%\s^ ^^xhm^I 
Laurence. India Proofs, al. as. •, 'Putvx.s^ \U \^. 
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I. 

VILLETTE. By CURRER BELL, Author of " Jane 
Eyre," " Shirley," &c. In Three Volumes, post 8vo, 
price i/. lis. 6d. cloth. 

' *' This book would have made Currer Bell famous had she not been already. It 
retrieves all the ground she lost in < Shirley/ and it will engage a wider circle of readers 
than * Jane Eyre,* for it has all the best qualities of that remarkable book. There is 
throughout a charm of freshness which is infinitely delightful : freshness in observa- 
tion, freshness in feeling, freshness in expression.** ~L//erary Gaxette, 

" This novel amply sustains the fame of the author of * Jane Eyre' and 'Shirley' 
as an original and powerful writer. * Villette * is a most admirably written novel, 
everywhere original, everywhere shrewd, and at heart everywhere kindly.** — Examiner. 

** The tale is one of the affections, and remarkable as a picture of manners. A 
burning heart glows throughout it, and one brilliantly distinct character keeps it alive.*' 
-'Atbert^eum. 

*^ Of interesting scenes and well>drawn characters there is abundance. The charac- 
ters are various, happily conceived, and some of them painted with a truth of detail 
rarely surpassed.*'— -Sj^f/tf /or. 

II. 

SHIRLEY ; a Tale. By Currer Bell. A new Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, cloth. 

** The peculiar power which was so greatly admired in * Jane Eyre' is not absent 
from this book. It possesses deep interest, and an irresistible grasp of reality. There 
is a vividness and distinctness of conception in it quite marvellous. The power of 
graphic delineation and expression is intense. There are scenes which, for strength 
and delicacy of emotion, are not transcended in the range of English fiction. — Examiner, 

*' * Shirley ' is an admirable book ; genuine English in the independence and up> 
rightness of the tone of thought, in the purity of heart and feeling which pervade it, 
in the masculine vigour of its conception of character." — Morning Chronicle. 

** * Shirley ' is very clever. The faculty of graphic description, strong imagination, 
fervid and masculine diction, analytic skill, all are visible. Gems of rare thought and 
glorious passion shine here and there throughout the volumes." — Times, 

III. 

JANE EYRE : an Autobiography. By Currer Bell. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, os, cloth. 

''^ Jane Eyre' is a remarkable production. Freshness and originality, truth and 
passion, singular felicity in the description of natural scenery and in the analyzation 
of human thought, enable this tale to stand boldly out from the mass, and to assume 
its own place in the bright field of romantic literature. We could not but be struck 
with the raciness and ability of the work, by the independent sway of a thoroughly 
original and unworn pen, by the masculine current of noble thoughts, and the un- 
flinching dissection of the dark yet truthfiil character." — Times. 

IV. 

WUTHERING HEIGHTS and AGNES GREY. By 

Ellis and Acton Bell. With a Selection of their Literary Re- 
mains, and a Biographical Notice of both Authors, by Currer Bell. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, clotn. , 

POEMS. By Currer, Elus,* av\A Kc-vo^ ^^vv. t^- ^^^- 



I. 

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF SILAS BARNSTARKE. 

By TALBOT GWYNNE. 

One Volume, crown 8vo., price loi. bd. cloth. 

*< Mr. Gwynne has adopted the nervous and succinct style of our fbreAithers, wh<Ie 
narrating the career of a lover of money. The reader will find little to impede his 
interest in following the career of this bad man to its bad end.^* •"jitben^eum. 

*' In many ways this book is remarkable. Silas and his relations stand forth so 
distinctly and forcibly, and with so much simplicity, that we are far more inclined to 
feel of them as if they really lived, than of the writers of pretended diaries and auto- 
biographies. The manners and ways of speech of the time are portrayed admirably.** — 
Guofdian, 

" The gradual growth of the sin of covetousness, its temporary disturbance by the 
admixture of a soiter passion, and the pangs of remorse, are portrayed with high 
dramatic effect, resembing in some scenes the gigantic majesty of ancient Tragedy.**— 
John Bull, 

*^ A story possessing an interest so tenacious that no one who commences it^ will 
easily leave the perusal unfinished.'* — Standard* 

** A book of high aim and unquestionable power,** — Examiner, 

II. 

THE SCHOOL FOR FATHERS ; An Old English Story. 
By T. Gwynne. Ci-own 8vo. Price lOj. 6d. cloth. 

*' The pleasantest tale we have read for many a day. It is a story of the Tatler 
and Spectator days, and is very fitly associated with that time of good English literature 
by its manly feeling, direct, unaffected manner of writing, and nicely managed, well- 
turned narrative. The descriptions are excellent; some of the country painting 
is as fresh as a landscape by Constable, or an idyl by Alfred Tennyson.*'— £dr<z»;«<r. 

" * The School for Fathers ' is at once highly amusing and deeply interesting— full 
of that genuine humour which is half pathos — ^and written with a freshness of feel- 
ing and raciness of style which entitle it to be called a tale in the Vicar of PFiakefield 
school." — Britannia, 

" Few are the tales so interesting to read, and so admirable in purpose and style, as 
< The School for Fathe.-s.' *'^Gloie. 

IIU 

THE SCHOOL FOR DREAMERS. ByT. GWYNNE. 

Crown 8vo. Price los. 6d. cloth. 

*' The master-limner of the follies of mankind, the autiior of * The School for 
Fathers,' has produced another tale abounding with traits of exquisite humour and 
sallies of sparkling yi\t,^* —John Bull, 

*' * The School for Dreamers' may be credited with life, humour, and vigour. 
There is a spirit of enjoyment in Mr. Gwynne's descriptions which indicates a genial 
temperament, as well as a shrewd cyt.^* ,—jitbenaum. 

** A story which inculcates a sound and sensible moral in a manner equally delight- 
ful and effective,** —Morning Post, 
'* A poweriiilly and skilfully. written book, intended to show the mischief and 
danger^ of following imagination instead of judgnvetvt W \iit ^ta&dcal business of life.** 
— Literary Gazette, 
*/ An admirable and caustic sadre on * tc^MaY\t^ m^^ i\^\sxii\X:f ^^tv^^ — 
■Britannia, 
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I. 

WOMEN OF CHRISTIANITY, EXEMPLARY FOR 
PIETY AND CHARITY. By Julia Kavanagh. 
Post 8vo, with Portraits. Price 12s, in embossed cloth, 
gilt edges. 

** The authoress has supplied a great desideratum both in female biography and 
morals. .The style is clear, the matter solid, and the conclusions just." — G/ohe. 

*^ A more noble and dignified tribute to the virtues of her sex we can scarcely 
imagine than this work, to which the gifted authoress has brought talents of no 
ordinary range, and, more than all, a spirit of eminent piety." — Church of England 
Quarterly Review, 

** The same range of female biography is taken by no other volume ; and an equal 
skill in the delineation of characters is rarely to be found. The author has accom- 
plished her task with intelligence and feeling, and with general fairness and truth.** 
—Nonconformist* 

'< Miss Kavanagh has wisely chosen that noble succession of saintly women who, 
In all ages of Christianity, are united by their devotion to the sick, the wretched, and 
the destitute.** — Guardian, 

II. 

WOMAN IN FRANCE DURING THE i8th CEN- 
TURY. By Julia Kavanagh. 2 vols, post 8vo, 
with Eight Portraits, lis. in embossed cloth. 

** Miss Kavanagh has undertaken a delicate task, and she has performed it on the 
whole with discretion and judgment. Her volumes may lie on any drawing-room 
table without scandal, and may be read by all but her youngest countrywomen without 
risk.**— ^Ktfr/^r/y Review. 

** Which among us will be ever tired of reading about the women of France ? 
especially when they are marshalled so agreeably and discreetly as in the pages before 
us. ** — Atkenaum, 

" The subject is handled with much delicacy and tact, and takes a wide range of 
examples. The book shows ofiren an original tone of remark, and always a graceful 
and becoming one.** — Examiner, 



AMABEL. By Mary Elizabeth Wormeley. Three 
Volumes, post 8vo. Price i/. iii. bd. 

*< This fiction displays ability of a high kind. Miss Wormeley has considerable 
knowledge of society, much skill in depicting its persons and salient features, with 
the penetration to pierce below the surface. I'he characters are well conceived, and 
sustained : many of the latter parts possess considerable and rapid interest, and the 
composition is buoyant and animated.** — Spectator, 

** To enforce the moral that love, the principle, not tVv^ i^«R\oTv,\'oSN>a».VvoSsi ^>a 
dutJM, works its own reward, is the task undcTtakeiv \i^ x!tv^ w\\sx ol \jK»&5jaJ^^^^ 
aad deeply affecdBg story.*^ -^Globe. 
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THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF LEIGH HUNT: with 

Reminiscences of Friends and Contemporaries. 3 vols, 
post 8vo, with Portraits, 15;. doth. 

*'Tbfse volumes CQnram 4 persaml recullc^crion of Che litEratLire and polidcsr zb 
well M some of the most remarkable literary men ind politlclana, of the laat fifty years. 
The Tcminiscencea are laried by iketches of manners during the same puiod, and by 
criDcal remarks on rarioui topics. They are alio extended by boyish recollection, 
fiimily tradition, and contempotaty reading; so that we hiye a sort of social picture of 
almost a century, with its flucCuadons of public fortune and its changes of Jashions, 



THE TOWN : its Memorable Characters and Events. 2 
vols, post 8vo, with 45 Illustrations, i/. +1. cloth. 

'< We will allow no higher enjoyment for a taSonal Englishman than to itroll 
leisurely through this matveUoua town arm-in-arm with Mi. Leigh Hunt. He giyei 
us the outpourings ol"a mind enriched with the most agreeable knowledge." — Tin«i. 

III. 

MEN, WOMEN, AND BOOKS. 2 vols, post 8vo, with . 
Portrait, los. cloth. 

" A book for a parlour-window, for a summer's eve, for a warm fircude, for a hdf- 
htJUr'g leisure, for a whole day's luxury; in any and every possible shape a diaiming 
companion."' — fFtitminurr Revi&w, 



IMAGINATION AND FANCY. 51. cloth. 

" The very essence of the sunniest qualities of the English poeta."— .rff/oj. 



WIT AND HUMOUR. 51. doth. 

"A hook at once cxhilirating and suggestive."— .^ite^um. 



A JAR OF HONEY FROM MOUNT HYBLA. 51. 

" A book acceptable at all seasons." — jiiicnaua. 



TABLE TALK. 31. U cloth. 

" I'rcciiely the boot wc would take asa cpmp: 
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TWO THOUSAND MILES' RIDE THROUGH THE 
ARGENTINE PROVINCES : with an Account of 
Buenos Ayres, the Rio de la PJata, Monte Video, &c. By 
William McCann, Esq. 2 Vols., post 8vo, with 
Illustrations. Price 241. cloth. 

<■ The animated nacraliYe of an observant and sensible man j conCalnmg much 
general inforroicioo of vilue to commercial men, ind a full hialoTy 0/ [he recent civil 
war." — £rin'ib ^^terly Review. 

"A complete hand-book for the Argentine Provinces, giving a lucid and in- 
r of their political condition."— A"™ ^rlerly Rniew. 



"This hook contain 


s good and instnictiy 




concerning the Ba 


" An admirable ace 


ount of life Id the A 



THE SECOND BURMESE WAR. A Narrative of 
THE Operations at Rangoon. By Lieut, William 
F. B. Laurie, Madras Artilleiy. Post 8vo, with Map, 
Plans, and Views. Price los. 6d. cloth. 

" The events of the current campaign are here condensed and illustrated by plans 
of each important scene of action," — G/oir. 

" This volume exhibits war in its details, as seen by the subaltern, and in its larger 

"A military narrative, illustrated by plans, Tiewi, and sections, and calculated to 

Liltrary Gaxillt. 

■ " An interesting account of the recent operations in Burmah ; the details of which, 
the maps and plans in the book enable us lully to undeistand." — Neiu Slaatiirly 

" A rapid narrative, in soldierly style, of the warlike operations at Rangoon." — 

III. 

TRAITS OF AMERICAN INDIAN LIFE. By a 
Fur Trader. Post 8vo, price 71. cloth, 

" A genuine volume. The writer is an actor in the scenes he describes, and in 
hii veracious pages are graphically delineated the hazards which adienlurous fur- 
traden undergo, and the savage Ufe of the wildernen."—Mimiiv.i^'iwrli]Er, 

"The fur-lrader-s little book, containing sketches of real life among the people of 
the Oregon, is very welcome, from his knowledgs of the Indian tribes." — Examimr. 



TALES OF THE COLONIES ; or, The Adventures 
OF AN Emigrant. By Charles Ro^c^cflT,, Y.^'^Sj. 
Fifth Edition. 6s. cloth. 
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POETICS : AN ESSAY ON POETRY. By E. S. 
Dallas, Esq. ItJ One Vglume, crown 8vo. Price gs. 
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